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CHAPTER L 



FOtm TEARS OLD. 



fN all England there ia not a prettier vill^e 
than Wavertree. It has no streets; but 
the cottages stand about the roads in twos 
and threes, with their red-tiled roots, and 
their Uttle gardens, and hedges overrun with 
flowering weeds. Under a great sycamore tree 
at the foot of a hill stands the forge, a cave of 
fire glowing in the shadows, a favourite place for 
the children to linger on their way to school, 
watching the smith hammering at his burning 
bars, and hearing him ring his cheery chimes on 
the anvil. Who shall say what mystery sur- 
rounds the big smith, as he strides about among 
his fires, to the wide bright eyes that peer in at 
him from under baby brows, or what meanings 
come out of his clinking music to four-year-old 
or oight-year-old ears ? 



10 BIG BEN THE BLACKSMITH. 

Little Hetty was only four years old when she 
stood for five or ten minutes of one long summer 
day looking in at the forge, and watching and 
listening with all the energy that belonged to 
her. She had a little round pink face with large 
brown eyes as soft as velvet, and wide open 
scarlet lips. Her tiny pink calico frock was 
clean and neat, and her shoes not very much 
broken, though covered with dust. Altogether 
Hetty had the look of a child who was kindly 
cared for, though she had neither father nor 
mother in the world. 

Two or three great strong horses, gray and 
bay, with thick manes and tails, came clat- 
tering up to the door of the forge, a man astride 
on one of them. Hetty knew the horses, which 
belonged to Wavertree Hall, and were accustomed 
to draw the long carts which brought the felled 
trees out of the woods to the yard at the back 
of the Hall. Hetty once had thought that the 
trees were going to be planted again in Mrs. 
Enderby's drawing-room, and had asked why the 
pretty green leaves had all been taken off. She 
was four years old now, however, and she knew 
that the trees were to be chopped up for fire- 
wood. She clapped her hands in delight as the 
great creatures with their flowing manes came 
trotting up with their mighty hoofs close to her 
little toes. 

" You little one, run away," cried the man in 
care of the horses; and Hetty stole into the forge 
and stood nearer to the fire than she had ever 
dared to do before. 

"Hallo!" shouted Big Ben the smith; "if this 
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'ere mite haven't got the courage of ten! Be off, 
you little baggage, if you don't want to have 
them pretty curls o' yours smged away as bare 
as a goose at Michaelmas! As for sparks in your 
eyes, you sha'n't have 'em, for you don't want 
'em. Eyes is bright enough to fight up a forge 
foi themselves." 

"Aye," said the carter, "my missus an' me 
often says she's too pretty a one for the likes of 
us to have the bringing up of on our hands. And 
she's a rare one for havin' her own way, she is. 
Just bring her out by the hand, will you, Ben, 
while I keep these 'ere 'osses steady till she gets 
away?" 

Big Ben led the little maid outside the forge, 
and said, "Now run away and play with the other 
children;" and then he went back to set about the 
shoemg of John Kane's mighty cart-horses, or 
rather the cart-horses of Mr. Enderby of Waver- 
tree Hall. 

Little Hetty, thus expelled, dared not return to 
the forge, but she walked backwards down the 
road, gazing at the horses as long as she could see 
them. She loved the great handsome brutes, and 
if she had had her wUl would have been sitting 
on one of their backs with her arms around his 
neck. Coming to a turn of the road from which 
a path led on to an open down, she blew a fare- 
well kiss to the horses and skipped away across 
the grass among the gold- hearted, moonfaced 
daisies, and the buick-eyed poppies in their scarlet 
hoods. 

There were no other children to be seen, but 
Hetty made herself happy without them. A large 
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butterfly fluttered past her, almost brushing her 
cheek, and Hetty threw back her curly head and 
gazed at its beauty in astonishment. It was 
splendid with scarlet and brown and gold, and 
Hetty, after a pause of delighted surprise, dashed 
forward with both her little fat arms extended 
to capture it. It sUpped through her fingers; 
but just Bs she was pulling down her baby lips to 
cry a flock of white and blue butterflies swept 
across her eyes, and made her laus:h as:ain as she 
pursued them bi their turn. ^ ^ 

At last she stumbled into a damp hollow place 
where a band of golden irises stood among their 
tall shafts of green like royal ladies surrounded 
by warriors. Hetty caught sight of the yellow 
wing -like petals oi the flag -lilies and grasped 
them with both hands. Alas ! they were not alive, 
but pinned to the earth by their strong stems. 
The butterflies were gone, the flowers were not 
living. The little girl plucked the lilies and tried 
to make them fly, but their heads fell heavily to 
the ground. 

A big plough-boy came across the downs, and 
he said as he passed Hetty, 

"What are you a-pickin' the heads off the 
flowers for, you young one?" 

" Why won't they fly like the butterflies?" asked 
Hetty. 

"'Cause they were made to grow." 

"Why can't I fly too?" 

" 'Causeyou was made to run." 

When Eletty went into the school she had a 
scratch from a briar all across her cheek. 

"You are quite late, Hetty Gray," said the 
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schoolmistress. ''And what have you been doing 
to scratch your face?" 

" I was trying to make the flowers fly," said 
Hetty; and then she was put to stand in the 
comer in disgrace with her face to the walL 
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UNDER THE HOBSES' FEET. 

Res. KANE'S cottage stood on a pretty 
bend of one of the village roa<&, and 
belonged to an irreguiw" cluster of 
little houses with red gables and green 
It was among the poorest dwellings in 
iVavertree, but was neat and clean. The gturden 
was in good order, and a white climbing rose grew 
round the door, that sweet old-fashioned rose 
with its delicious scent which makes the air 
delightful wherever it blows. 

The cottage door stood open, and the afternoon 
sunlight fell across the old red tiles of the kitchen 
floor. The tiles were a little broken, and here 
and there they were sunk and worn; but they 
were as clean as hands could make them, as Mrs. 
Kane would have said. A little window at one 
side looked down the garden, and across it was a 
frilled curtain, and on the sill a geranium in full 
flower, On the other side was the fire-place, 
with chintz frill and curtains, and the grate filled 
with a great bush of green beech-leavea A table 
set on the red tiles was spread for tea, and by it 
sat Mrs, Kane and her fnend Mrs. Ford enjoying 
a friendly cup together. 



WHERE Hu r rrv game from. 15 

" She is late ibis evening/' Mis. Kane was say- 
ing; " but she'll turn up all right by and by. If 
she's wild she's sharp, which is still something. 
She never gets under horses' feet, nor drops into 
the pond, or anything of that sort. If she did 
them sort of things, and bein' such a rover, Mrs. 
Ford, you see I never should have an easy mo- 
ment in my life." 

"I must say it's very good of you to take 
to do with her," said Mrs. Ford, "and she no- 
body belonging to you. If she was your own 
child " 

"Well, you see, my own two dears went to 
heaven with the measles," said Mrs. Kane, " and 
I felt that lonesome without them, that when 
John walked in with the little bundle in his arms 
that night, I thought he was just an angel of 
light." 

"It was on the Long Sands he found her, 
wasn't it?" asked Mrs. Ford balancing her spoon 
on the edge of her cup. 

" On the Long Sands after the great storm," said 
Mrs. Kane; " and that's just four years ago in May 
gone by. How a baby ever lived through the 
storm to be washed in by the sea alive always 
beats me when I think of it, it seems so down- 
right unnatural like; and yet that's the way that 
Providence ordered it, Mrs. Ford." 

"I suppose all her folks was dro\ynded?" said 
Mrs. Ford. 

" Most like they were, for it was a bad wreck 
as I've heard," said Mrs. Kane. "Leastways, 
nobody has ever come to claim her, and no 
questions has been asked. Unless it was much 
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for her good I would fainly hope that nobody 
never will claim her now. Wild as she is IVe 
got to love that little Hetty, so I have. Ah, here 
she is a-eomin* along, as hungry as a little pussy 
for her milk Til be bound!" 

Hetty came trudging along the garden path, 
her curls standing up in a bush on her head, her 
little fat fingers stained green with grass, and 
her pinafore, no longer clean, filled with moon- 
daisies. She was singing with her baby voice 
lifted bravely: 

" Dust as I am I come to zee ** 

"Dust indeed!" cried Mrs. Kane, "/never saw 
such dust. Only look at her shoes that I blacked 
this morning!" 

"Poor dear, practisin' her singin'," said Mrs. 
Ford. " Well, little lass, an' what have you been 
seein' and doing all day long?" 

"I saw big Ben pokin' his fire," answered 
Hetty after a moment's reflection. " He put me 
out; and den I saw him hurtin' the horses' feet 
wis his hammer. I wanted the horses to come 
along with me, but they shook their heads and 
stayed where zey were. Den I tried to catch 
the butterflies, and they flyed right past my eyes. 
And I sought the yellow lilies could fly too, and 
zey wouldn't. Den I pulled their heads off " 

"And were you not at school at all?" asked 
Mrs. Ford. "Well, well, Hetty, you are wild. 
If you saw my little boys goin' so good to their 
school! What more did you do, Hetty?" 

" I went into school, and schoolmistress put me 

(196) 
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in a corner. Den I drawed marks wis my tears 
on the wall; and afterwards I said my spellin'. 
And I corned home and got some daisies; and 1 
sawed Charlie Ford standin' in de pond wis his 
shoes and stockin's on." 

"Oh my! oh my! well I never!" cried Mrs. 
Ford snatching up her bonnet, and getting ready 
to go home in a hurry. Charley in the pond 
with his shoes and stockings on! It seems, Mrs. 
Kane, that I've been a-praising of him too soon!" 

While Mrs. Ford was running down the road 
after Charley, Mrs. Enderby, up at Wavertree 
Hall, was directing her servants to carry the 
table for tea out upon the lawn under the wide- 
spreading beech-trees; and her two little daugh- 
ters, Phyllis aged eight and Nell aged seven, were 
hovering about waiting to place baskets of flowers 
and strawberries on the embroidered cloth. Mrs. 
Rushton, sister-in-law of Mrs. Enderby and aunt 
of the children, was spending the afternoon at 
the Hall, having come a distance of some miles to 
do so. 

Mrs. Enderby was a tall graceful lady, with a 
pale, gentle, but rather cold face; her dress was 
severely simple and almost colourless; her voice 
was sweet. Mrs. Rushton was unlike her in 
every respect, low in size, plump, smiling, and 
dressed in the most becoming and elegant fashion. 
Mrs. Enderby spoke slowly and with deliberation; 
Mrs. Rushton kept chattering incessantly. 

"Well, Amy," said the former, " I hope you will 
talk to William about it, and perhaps ne may 
induce you to change your mind. Here he is," as 
a gentleman was seen coming across the lawn. 

(196) B 
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Mrs. Rushton shrugged her shoulders. " My 
dear Isabel," she said, "I do not see what William 
has got to do with it. I am my own mistress, 
and surely old enough to judge for myself." 

The two little girls sprang to meet their father, 
and dragged him by the nands up to the tea- 
table. 

" William," said Mrs. Enderby, " I want you to 
remonstrate with Amy." 

"It seems to me I am always remonstrating 
with Amy," said Mr. Enderby smiling; "what 
wickedness is she meditating now?" 

Mrs. Rushton laughed gaily, dipped a fine 
strawberry into cream and ate it. Ker laugh was 

Eleasant, and she had a general air of good- 
umour and self-complacency about her which 
some people mistook for exceeding amiability. 

" Isabel thinks I am going to destruction alto- 
gether," said she, preparing another strawberry 
for its bath of cream; "only because I am think- 
ing of going abroad with Lady Harriet B . 

Surely I have a right to arrange my own move- 
ments and to select my own friends.'' 

Mr. Enderby looked very grave. " No one can 
deny your right to do as you please," he said; 
" but I hope that on reflection you will not please 
to go abroad with Lady Harriet B '* 

"Why?" 

" Surely you know she is not a desirable com- 
panion for you, Amy. I hope you have not 
actually promised to accompany her." 

''Well, I think I have, almost. She is very 
gay and charming, and I cannot think why you 
should object to her. If I were a young girl of 
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sixteen, instead of a widow with long experience, 
you could not make more fuss about the matter." 

" As your brother I am bound to object to such 
a scheme," said Mr. Enderby. 

Mrs. Rushton pouted. " It is all very well for 
you and Isabel to talk," she said, " you have each 
other and your children to interest you. If I had 
children — ^had only one child, I should not care 
for running about the world or making a com- 
panion of Lady Harriet." 

Mrs. Enderby looked at her sister-in-law 
sympathetically; but Mr. Enderby only smiled. 

'* My dear Amy," he said, "you know very well 
that if you had children they would be the most 
neglected little mortals on the face of the earth. 
Ever since I have known you, a good many years 
now, I have seen you fluttering about after one 
whim or another, and never found you contented 
with anything long. If Phyllis and Nell here 
were your daughters instead of Isabel's they would 
be away at school somewhere, whilst their mother 
would be taking her turn upon all the merry- 
go-rounds of the world." 

"Thank you, you are very complimentary," 
said Mrs. Rushton; and then she laughed care- 
lessly. 

" After all, the merry-go-rounds, as you put it, 
are much better fun than sitting in a nursery or 
a school-room. But I assure you I am not so 
frivolous as you think; I have been going out 
distributing tracts lately with Mrs. Sourby." 

"Indeed, and last winter I know you were 
attending lectures on cookery, and wanted to 
become a lecturer yourself." 
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" Yes, and only for something that happened, I 
forget what, I might now be a useful member of 
society. But chance does so rule one's affairs. 
At present it is Fate's decree that I shall spend 
the next few months at Pontresina." 

Mr. Enderby made a gesture as if to say that 
he would remonstrate no more, and went off to 
play lawn tennis with his little girls. Mrs. Rush- 
ton rose from her seat, yawned, and declared to 
Mrs. Enderby that it was six o'clock and quite 
time for her to return towards home, as she had a 
drive of two hours before her. 

Shortly afterwards she was rolling along the 
avenue in her carriage, and through the village, 
and out by one of the roads towards the open 
country. 

Now little Hetty Gray ought to have been in 
her bed by this time, or getting ready for it; but 
she was, as Mrs. Kane told Mrs. Ford, a very wild 
little girl, though sharp; and while Mrs. Kane 
was busy giving her husband his supper Hetty 
had escaped from the cottage once more, and had 
skipped away from the village to have another 
little ramble by herself before the pretty green 
woods should begin to darken, and the moon to 
come up behind the trees. 

Hetty had filled her lap with dog-roses out of 
the hedges, and wishing to arrange them in a 
bunch which she could carry in her hand, she sat 
down in the middle of the road and became ab- 
sorbed in her work. 

Near where she sat there was a sharp turning 
in the road, and Hetty was so busy that she did 
not hear the sound of a carriage coming quite near 
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her. Suddenly the horses turned the comer. 
Hetty saw them and jumped up in a fright, but 
too late to save herself from being hurt. She was 
flung down upon the road, though the coachman 
pulled up in time to prevent the wheels passing 
over her. 

Poor Hetty gave one scream and then nothing 
more was heard from her. The footman got 
down and looked at her, and then he went and 
told the lady in the carriage that he feared the 
child was badly hurt. 

" Little brat," said the lady, "what brought her 
under the horses' feet? Can you not pick her 
up?" 

The footman went back to Hetty and tried to 
lift her in his arms, but she uttered such pitiful 
screams at being touched that he was obliged 
to lay her down again. 

Then the lady, who was Mrs. Rushton, got out 
and looked at her. 

" You must put her in the carriage," she said, 
"and drive back to the village. I suppose she 
belongs to some of the people there." 

" I know her, ma am," said the footman; " she is 
Mrs. Kane's little girl, — ^little Hetty Gray." 

Mrs. Rushton got into the carriage again and 
held the child on her lap while they were being 
driven back to the village to Mrs. Kane's cottage 
door. It was quite a new sensation to the whim- 
sical lady of fashion to hold a suffering child 
in her arms, and she was surprised to find that, in 
spite of her first feelings of impatience at being 
stopped on the road, she rather liked it. As Hetty's 
little fair curly head hung back helplessly over 
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her arm, and the round soft cheek, turned so 
white, touched her breast, Mrs. Rushton felt a 
motherly sensation which she had never before 
known in all her frivolous life. 

Mrs. Kane was out at the garden gate looking 
up and down the road for the missing Hetty. 
When she saw Hetty lifted out of the carriage she 
began to cry. 

" Oh my! my!" she sobbed, "I never thought it 
would come to this with her, and her so sharp. 
Thank you, madam, thank you, I'm sure. She's 
not my own child, but I feel it as bad as if she 
was." 

Mrs. Rushton then sent the carriage off for the 
doctor and went into the cottage with Mrs. Kane. 
The child was laid as gently as possible on a poor 
but clean bed covered with a patchwork quilt of 
many colours, and the lady of fashion sat by her 
side, bathing the baby forehead with eau de 
Cologne which she happened to have with her. 
It was all new and unexpectedly interesting to 
Mrs. Rushton. Never had she been received as 
a friend in a cottage home before, the only 
occasions when she had even seen the inside of 
one were those on which she had accompanied 
Mrs. Sourby on her mission of distributing tracts; 
and on those occasions she had felt that she was 
not looked on as a friend by the poor who receiv- 
ed her, but rather as an intruder. It was evident 
now that good, grieved Mrs. Kane took her for an 
angel as she sat by the little one's bed, and it 
was new and delightful to Mrs. Rushton to be 
regarded as a benefactress by anyone. 

The doctor arrived, set the child's arm, which 
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was found to be broken, and gave her something 
to make her fall asleep. Then he charmed Mrs. 
Bushton by complimenting that lady on her good- 
ness of heart. 

" Remember, all the expense is to be mine," she 
said to him, "and I hope you will order the little 
one everything she can possibly require. I will 
come to see her to-morrow, Mrs. Kane, and bring 
her some flowers and fruit." 

The pretty green woods which Hetty loved had 
grown dark, the butterflies had "flyed" away to 
whatever dainty lodging butterflies inhabit during 
the summer nights, the yellow wings of the flag- 
lilies fluttered unseen in the shadows, and the 
moon had risen high above the tall beech-trees and 
the old church tower. Mrs. Eushton stepped into 
her carriage once more, and was driven rapidly 
through the quiet village, away towards her own 
luxurious home, feeling more interested and ex- 
cited than she had felt for a long time. 

Little Hetty Gray, her scare of fright and pain 
gone for the time like a bad dream, lay sound 
asleep upon her humble bed, and Mrs. Kane, 
trimming her night-light, paused to listen, with 
that fascination which many people feel at the 
sound, to the hoarse boom of the old church clock 
calling the hour of midnight, across the chimneys 
of the village and away over the silent solemn 
woods. 

Mrs. Kane felt with a sort of awe that another 
day had begun, but she little knew that with it a 
strange new leaf had been turned in the story of 
her little Hetty's life. 



CHAPTER III. 



ADOPTED. 




[gRS. RUSHTON returned the next day 
with a basket of ripe peaches and a 
large bouquet of lovely flowers such 
as Hetty had never seen before. The 
yellow lilies might stand now in peace among 
their tall flag leaves without fearing to have 
their heads picked ofl*, for Hetty had got some- 
thing newer and more delightful to admire than 
they. Odorous golden roses and pearl-white 
gardenias scented and beautified the poor little 
room where Hetty lay. Where had they come 
from, she wondered, and who was the pretty lady 
who sat by her side and kept putting nice-smell- 
ing things to her nose? At first she was very 
shy and only looked at her with half -closed eyes, 
but after some time she took courage and spoke 
to her. 

" What kind lady are oo?" asked Hetty boldly. 

" I am a good fairy," said Mrs. Rushton, "and 
when you are well I am going to carry you off to 
see my house." 

"Hetty has got a house," said the little girl 
complacently. " Has oo got a house too?'' 
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"A splendid large house, Hetty," said Mrs. 
Kane. " You never saw such a house." 

"Is it bigger 'an the post-office?" said Hetty 
doubtingly. 

" Bigger far." 

"Bigger 'an the forge?" 

" Don't be foolish, child, and stop your biffgers," 
said Mrs. Kane; " Mrs. Bushton's house is the size 
of the church an' more." 

Hetty winked with astonishment, and she lay 
silent for some time, till at last she said: 

"An' does oo sit in zee pulpit?" 

Mrs. Bushton laughed more than she was ac- 
customed to laugh at Lady Harriet B ^'s comic 

stories. This child's prattle was amusing to her. 

"An' does oo have grave-stones growing round 
your door?" persisted Hetty. 

" There, ma'am!" cried Mrs. Kane, "she'll worrit 
you with questions if you give her a bit of en- 
couragement. She'll think of things that'll put 
you wild for an answer, so she will. Me and John 
gives her up." 

Mrs. Bushton was not at all inclined to give 
her up, however, for she kept coming day after 
day to visit the little patient. Hetty became 
fond of her pleasant visitor, and watched eagerly 
for her arrival in the long afternoons when the 
flies buzzed so noisily in the small cottage win- 
dow-panes, and the child found it hard to lie still 
and hear the voices of the village children shout- 
ing and laughing at their play in the distance. 
As soon as Mrs. Bushton's bright eyes were seen 
in the doorway, and her gay dress fluttering 
across the threshold, Hetty would stretch out 
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her one little hand in welcome to the delightful 
visitor, and laugh to see all the pretty presents 
that were quictJy strewn around her on the bed. 
After spending an afternoon with the child Mrs. 
Rushton often went on to Wavertree Hall and 
finished the evening there with her brother's 
family. Mr. and Mrs. Enderby were greatly 
astonished to find how completely their lively 
sister had interested herself in the village found- 
ling. 

"Take care you do not spoil her," said Mr. 
Enderby. 

Mrs. Rushton shrugged her shoulders. 

"I can never please you/' she said. "One 
would suppose I had found a harmless amuse- 
ment this time at least, and yet you do not ap- 
prova" 

" I do approve," said her brother, " up to a cer- 
tain point. I only warn you not to go too far 
and make the child unhappy by over-petting her. 
In a few weeks hence you will have forgotten 
her existence, and then the little thing will be 
disappointed." 

" But I have no intention of forgetting her in 
a few weeks," said Mrs. Rushton indignantly. 

"No; you have no intention — '* said Mr. En- 
derby. 

" You certainly are a most unsympathetic per- 
son," said Mrs. Rushton; and she went away 
feeling herself much ill-used, and firmly believing 
herself to be the only kind-hearted member of 
her family. 

" After all, William," said Mrs. Enderby to her 
husband, "you ought not to be too hard upon 
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Amy, for you see she has given up talking of 
going abroad with Lady Harriet." 

"True; I have noticed that. Yet I fear she 
will not relinquish one folly without falling into 
another." 

'' Her present whim is at all events an amiable 
one," said Mrs. Enderby gently. " Let us hope 
no harm may come of ii" 

" I should think it all most natural and right 
if any other woman than Amy were in question/' 
said Mr Enderby; "but one never knows to what 
extravagant lengths she will go." 

The warnings of her brother had the effect of 
making Mrs. Bushton still more eager in her 
attendance on the child, and a few days after 
she had been " lectured " by him, as she put it to 
herself, she astonished good Mrs. Kane by say- 
ing: 

" I think she is quite fit to be moved now, Mrs. 
Kane, and the doctor says so. I am going to take 
her home with me for a week for change of air." 

"Laws, ma'am, you don't never mean it!" 

" But I do mean it. I am going to fatten her 
up and finish her cure." 

*' Well, ma'am, I'm sure you are the kindest of 
the kind. To think of you troubling yourself 
and putting yourself out, and all for our little 
Hetty." 

" That is my affair," said Mrs. Bushton laugh- 
ing; "I don't think a mite like that will disturb 
my household very much. Just you pack her 
up, and I will carry her off with me to-morrow 
at three." 

The next day the lady carried off her prize. 
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greatly delighted to think of how shocked her 
Brother would be when he heaxd of her new 
** folly." As soon as she had introduced Hetty 
to all her dogs, and cats, and rabbits, Mrs. Rush- 
ton went to her desk and wrote a note to her 
sister-in-law inviting the entire Wavertree family 
to spend a day at Amber Hill, which was the 
name of her charming dwelling-placa 

When, on a certain morning, therefore, the 
Wavertree carriage stopped at the foot of the 
wide flight of steps, flanked by urns of blooming 
flowers, which led up to Mrs. Rushton's great 
hall door, the mistress of Amber Hill was seen 
descending the stone stair leading a little child 
by the hand. This was Hetty, dressed in a white 
frock of lace and muslin, and decked with rose- 
coloured ribbons. 

"Isn't she a little beauty?" said Mrs. Rushton 
smiling mischievously at her grave brother and 
sister-in-law. " Look up, my darling, and show 
your pretty brown velvet eyes. Did you ever 
see such a tint in human cheeks, Isabel, or such 
a crop of curling hair?" 

" Do you really mean that this is the village 
child. Amy?" asked her brother. 

"Yes, little Hetty is here!" said Amy with a 
gleeful laugh; "but then, William, Lady Harriet 
is gone. If I had asked you to meet her to-day 
instead of little Miss Gray from Wavertree, I 
wonder what you would have done to find a more 
disagreeable expression of countenance." 

" Do you wish us to understand that you have 
adopted this 'nobody's child,' Amy?" said Mr. 
Enderby, looking more and more troubled. 
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" Well, to tell you the truth, I did not mean 
that quite," said Mrs. Bushton; ''but now that 
you suggest it ** 

" / suggest it!" cried Mr. Enderby. 

''How horrified you look! But all the same 
you have suggested it, and I think it is a capital 
idea." 

" Do not come to any hasty conclusion, I implore 
you, Amy. Think over it well. Consider the 
child's interests more than your own momentary 
self-indulgence !" 

Mrs. Bushton coloured with displeasure. 

" I see you are determined to be as disagreeable 
as usual," she said anffrily. " As if the monkey 
could f^il to be benefited by my patronage. 
Pray, will she not be better in my drawing-room 
than getting under horses* feet about the Waver- 
tree roads, or losing herself in the Wavertree 
woods?" 

"Frankly, I think not," said Mr. Enderby 
stiffly. 

Mrs. Bushton's eyes flashed, and she did her 
brother the injustice of thinking that he feared 
her adoption of little Hetty would in some way 
interfere with the worldly interests of his own 
children. She was not accustomed to seek far 
for other people's meanings and motives, and 
generally seized on the first which presented 
itself to her mind. She knew that she only 
wanted to amuse herself, and had no intention of 
wronging her nieces and nephew by playing with 
this (Siarming babe. Why, then, should William 
take such fancies in his head? In this flash of 
temper she instantly decided on keeping little 
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Hetty always with her. Was there any reason 
in the world why she should not do just as she 
pleased? Hetty should certainly stay with her 
and be as her own child from this day forth. 

"What have you to say about my adopting 
little Hetty?" she said, turning to her sister-in- 
law with a slightly defiant and wholly triumphant 
smile. 

" I shall say nothing," said Mrs. Enderby, " un- 
til I see how you treat her. I trust it may turn 
out for the best." 

Thus, all in a moment, and merely because 
Mrs. Bushton would not be contradicted, was 
little Hetty's future in this world decided. Be- 
fore her brother had spoken the lady of Amber 
Hill had had no intention of keeping Hetty for 
more than a week in her house. And now she 
felt bound (by the laws of human perversity) 
to take her and bring her up as her own child. 

In the meantime Mrs. Enderby s three children 
and Hetty Gray were standing by, gazing at one 
another. The little Enderbys, Mark, Phyllis, and 
Nell, had taken in the whole conversation, and 
understood perfectly, with the quick perception 
of children, the strangeness of the situation, and 
their own peculiar position with regard to Mrs. 
Kane's little girl from Wavertrea 

The little Enderbys were thinking how very 
odd it was that the little girl whom they had 
often seen, as they walked with their nurse or 
drove past in the carriage with their mother, 
playing on the roads in a soiled pinafore, should 
be now presented to them as a new cousin. 
Phyllis, the eldest, was much displeased, for pride 
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was her ruling fault. Mark and Nell were 
charmed with the transformation in Hetty and 
very much disposed to accept her as a playfellow, 
though they remembered all the time that she 
was not their equal 

Hetty, being only four years old, was supreme- 
ly unconscious of all that was being said, and 
meant, and thought over her curly head. She 
gazed at the three other children, and, repelled by 
Phyllis's cold gaze, turned to Mark and JNTell, and 
stretched out a little fat hand to each of them. 

"Come and see the bootifer fowers!" she said 
gleefully; " *em is so lovely as you nebber saw!" 




CHAPTER IV. 

MRS. KANE IN TROUBLE. 

" ^^^T ^^' '^'^ "^^ ^' about it, f or aa I am 
^3P5^|j going to be her mother Id future I 

jjfc^jr must know everything that coucems 
my child." 

Mrs. Eushton was talking to Mrs. Kane, having 
come to the cottage to announce her intentioii of 
adopting Hetty. Mrs. Kane was crying bitterly. 

"You'll excuse me, ma'am. I would aot stand 
in the way of my darling's good fortune, not for 
ever so, I'm sure. And yet it's hard to give her 
up." 

" I should not have thought it could make 
much difference to you. I believe she was gen- 
erally tunning about the roads when not at 
school." 

"Well, you see, ma'am, that is true; but at 
night and in the mornings she would kneel on 
my knees to say her prayers, and put her little 
soft arms round my neck. And them's the times 
I'll mostly miss her." 

Mrs. Roshton coughed slightly. She herself 
liked the sight of Hetty's pretty face, and wa.s 
amused by her prattle; but she was not a v 
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to think mnch about the feel of a child's arms 
around her neck« Mrs. Kane, perceiving that she 
was not understood, sprang up from her seat and 
went to fetch a parcel from an inner room. 

" This is the Uttle shift she wore when I first 
set eyes on her. It is the only rag she brought 
with her; though not much of a rag, I'm bound 
to say; for so pretty an article of the kind I 
never saw," said the good woman, spreading out 
on the table an infant's garment of the finest 
cambric embroidered delicately round the neck 
and sleeves. 

In the comer was a richly wrought monogram 
of the initials H. G. 

" And that's why we called her Hetty Gray/* 
said Mrs. Kane. "John and me made up the 
name to suit the letters. If ever her friends turn 
up they'll know the differ, but in the meantime 
we had to have something to call her by." 

"Why, this is most interesting!" said Mrs. 
Rushton examining the monogram; "she probably 
belonged to people of position. It is quite satis- 
factory that she should prove to be a gentlewoman 
by birth." 

" And that is why I feel bound to give her up, 
ma'am," said Mrs. Kane, wiping her overflowing 
eyes. " I've always put it before me that some 
day or other her folks would come wanting her, 
and I've said to myself that it would be terrible 
if she had growed up in the meantime with no 
better education than if she was born a village 
lass. And yet what better could I have done 
for her than I could have done for a daughter 
of my own if 1 had a had one?" 

(190) c 
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"Just SO," said Mrs. Rushton; "and now you 
may be sure that she will be educated, trained, 
dreased, and everything else, just as if she had 
been in her mother's house. As for her own 
people coming for her, I am not sure that I shall 
give her up if they do. Not imless I have grown 
tired of her in the meantime." 

"Tired of her!" echoed Mrs. Kane, looking at 
her visitor in great surprise; " surely, madam, you 
do not think you will get tired of our little 
Hetty!" 

" I hope not, my good woman; but even if I do 
you cannot complain, as in that case I shall give 
her back to you; that is, if it happens before her 
friends come to fetch her. Unless you are pre- 
tending to grieve now, you cannot be sorry at the 
prospect of having her again." 

" That's true," said the poor woman in a puz- 
zled tone, and she still looked wistfully at the 
handsome visitor sitting before her. She did not 
know how to express herself and she was afraid 
of oflFending the lady who was going to be Hetty's 
mother; yet she felt eager to make some remon- 
strance against the injustice of the proceeding 
which Mrs. Rushton spoke of as within the 
bounds of possibility. She believed in her heart 
that a great wrong would be done if the child, 
having been educated and accustomed to luxury 
for years, were to be carelessly thrown back into 
a life of lowly poverty. However, the trouble 
that was in her heart could not find its way 
through her lips, and she tried to think that Mrs. 
Rushton spoke only in jest. 

"It is altogether like a romance," that lady 
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was saying as sne folded up the baby garment 
and put it away in a pretty scented satchel 
which she wore at her side. "I have not met 
with anything so interesting for years, and I 
promise myself a great deal of pleasure in the 
matter. 

" May Hetty come to see me sometimes?" asked 
Mrs. Kane, humbly curtseying her good-bye, when 
her visitor was seated in her pony phaeton and 
gathering up the reins for flight. 

"Oh, certainly, as often as you please," an- 
swered Mrs. Eushton gaily, and touching the 
ponies vdth her whip she was soon out of sight; 
while poor Mrs. Kane retreated into her cottage 
to have a good motherly cry over the tiny broken 
shoes and the little washed-out faded frocks which 
were now all that remained to her of her foster- 
daughter. 




CHAPTER V. 



A LONELY CHILD. 




gRS. RUSHTON having adopted Hetty 
set about extracting the utmost amount 
of amusement possible from the pres- 
ence of the child in her home. She 
soon grew anxious to get away from her brother's 
"unpleasantly sensible remarks," and Isabel's 
gentle excuses for her conduct, which annoyed 
her even more, as they always suggested motives 
for her actions which were far beyond her ken, 
and seemed far-fetched, over-strained, and absurd. 
So she took the child to London, where she intro- 
duced her to her friends as her latest plaything. 

Hetty had frocks of all the colours of the rain- 
bow, and learned to make saucy speeches which 
entertained Mrs. Rushton's visitors. 

She sat beside her new mamma as she drove 
in her victoria in the park; and on Mrs. Rushton's 
" at home " days was noticed and petted by 
fashionable ladies and gentlemen, her beauty 
praised openly to her face, her pretty clothes re- 
marked upon, and her childish prattle laughed 
at and applauded as the wittiest talk in the 
world. 
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Certainly there were many days when Hetty's 
presence was wearisome and intolerable to her 
benefactress, and then she was banished to a 
large gloomy room at the top of the London 
house, and left to the tender mercies of a maid, 
who did not at all forget that she was only Mrs. 
Kane's little girl from the village of Wavertree, 
and treated her accordingly. She was often left 
alone for hours, amusing herself as best she could, 
crying when she felt very lonely, or leaning far 
out of the window to feel nearer to the people in 
the street. The consequence of all this was to 
spoil the child's naturally sweet temper, to teach 
her to crave for excitement, and to suffer keenly, 
when, after a full feast of pleasure, she was sud- 
denly snubbed, scolded, deserted, and forgotten. 
She began to hate the sight of the bare silent 
nursery upstairs, where there were no pretty pic- 
tures to bear her company, no pleasant little 
adornments, no diversions such as a mother 
places in the room where her darlings p&ss 
many of their baby hours. It was a motherless, 
blank, nursery, where the only nurse was the 
maid, who came and went, and looked upon 
Hetty as a nuisance; an extra trouble for which 
she had not been prepared when she engaged to 
live with Mrs. Rushton. 

" Sit down there and behave yourself properly, 
if you can, till I come back," she would say, and 
seat Hetty roughly in a chair and go away and 
leave her there, shutting the door. At first Hetty 
used to weep dolefully, and sometimes cried her- 
self to sleep; but after a time she became used 
to her lonely life, and only thought of how she 
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could amuse herself during her imprisonment. 
She counted the carriages passing the window 
till she was tired, and watched the little children 
playing in the garden of the square beyond; but 
at last she would get bolder, sometimes, and ven- 
ture out of her nursery to take a peep at the 
other rooms of the house. One day she made 
her way down to Mrs. Rushton*s bed -room; 
that lady had gone out and the servants were all 
down-stairs. Hetty contrived to pull out several 
drawers and played with ribbons and trinkets. 
At last she opened a case in which was her 
foster-mother's watch, and as this ticking bit of 
gold was like a living companion, Hetty pounced 
upon it at once. 

She played all sorts of tricks with the watch, 
dressed it up in a towel and called it a baby; 
and making up her mind that baby wanted a 
bath, popped the watch into a basin of water 
and set about washing it thoroughly. 

Just as she was working away with great 
energy the door opened and Mrs. Rushton came 
in. Seeing what the child was doing she flew at 
her, snatched the watch from her hands, and 
slapped her violently on the arms and neck, 
Hetty screamed, beat Mrs. Rushton on the face 
with both her little palms, and then was whirled 
away shrieking into the hands of the negligent 
maid, who shook her roughly as she carried her 
off" to the miscalled " nursery." 

The little girl, who had never been instructed 
or talked to sensibly by any one, was quite un- 
conscious of the mischief she had done; and 
only felt that big people were hateful to-day, 
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as she lay kicking and screaming on the floor 
upstairs. 

The end of it all was, however, that, upon 
reflection, Mra Bushton found she did not care 
BO much after all about the destruction of her 
watch, and that the whole occurrence would 
make a capital story to tell to her friends; and 
so she sent for Hetty, who was then making a 
dismal play for herself in the twilight with two 
chairs turned upside down and a pinafore hung 
from one to another for a curtain. The child 
was seized by Grant, the maid, dressed in one of 
her prettiest costumes, and taken down to the 
drawing-room to Mrs. Eushton, who had quite 
recovered her temper and forgotten both the 
beating she had given Hetty and the beating 
Hetty had given her. The culprit was over- 
whelmed with kisses, and praises of her pretty 
eyes; and soon found herself the centre of a 
brilliant little crowd who were listening with 
smiles to the story of Hetty's ill-treatment of the 
watch. 

Each year Mrs. Rushton went abroad for 
amusement and Hetty was taken with her, and 
in foreign hotels was even more shown about, 
flattered and snubbed, petted and neglected, than 
she had been when at home in London. Every- 
thing that could be done was done to make her 
vain, wilful, ill-tempered; and the little creature 
came to know that she might have anything she 

f)leased if only she could make Mrs. Rushton 
augh. 

Four or five years passed in this way, during 
which time Mrs. Rushton had very little inter- 
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course with her brother s family at Wavertree. 
Her country house had been shut up and her 
time had been spent between London, Brighton, 
and fashionable resorts on the Continent. In the 
meantime the education which she had promised 
Mrs. Kane should be given to her nurseling had 
not been even begun. Mrs. Rushton had had no 
leisure to think of it. She looked upon Hetty as 
still only a babe, a marmot bom to amuse her 
own hours of ennui. In her brother's occasional 
letters he sometimes devoted a line to Hetty. "I 
hope you are not spoiling the little girl," he would 
add as a postscript; or, "I hope the child is learn- 
ing something besides monkey -tricks." These 
insinuations always annoyed Mrs. Rushton, and 
she never condescended to answer them. The 
suggestion that she had incurred a great re- 
sponsibility by adopting Hetty was highly dis- 
agreeable to her. 

It is hard to say how long this state of things 
might have gone on had not Mrs. Rushton's health 
become delicate. She suddenly found herself 
unable to enjoy the gay life which was so much 
to her natural taste. The doctors recommended 
her a quiet sojourn in her native air, and warned 
her that she ought to live near friends who felt a 
real interest in her. 

Of what these hints might mean Mrs. Rushton 
did not choose to think, but physical weakness 
made her long for the rest of her own country 
home. 



CHAPTER VI. 



HETTY AND HER " COUSINS. 



n 




NE cool fresh evening in October Mrs, 
Rushton, Hetty, Grant the maid, and an 
old man-servant who followed his 
mistress everywhere, arrived at the 
railway-station near Wavertree, and were driven 
along the old familiar country road with the 
soft purpled woods on one side, and the green 
plains and distant view of the sea on the other. 
They arrived at Amber Hill just as lights began 
to spring up in the long narrow windows of the 
comfortable old gray house, lights more near and 
bright than the stars burning dimly above the 
ancient cedar-trees in the avenue. 

Hetty, dressed in a costly pelisse trimmed with 
fur, leaned forward, looking eagerly for the first 
glimpse of her new home. The child had now 
only faint recollections of Wavertree, and of her 
life with Mrs. Kane in the village, and only for 
Grant's ill-natured remarks from time to time she 
would have forgotten them altogether and im- 
agined herself to be Mrs. Rushton's niece, as that 
lady called her when speaking of her to strangers. 
Hetty hated Grant, who always took a delight in 
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lowering her pride, for by this time, it must be 
owned, pride had become Hetty's besetting sin. 

Mrs. Bushton had perceived Grant's disposition 
to snub and annoy the child, and with her usual 
determination to uphold and justify her own 
conduct and disappoint those who disapproved of 
her views, she had put down the maid's imper- 
tinence with a high hand, and had grown more 
and more careful of late to protect Hetty's dignity 
before the servanta 

" I hope Miss Gray's room is as nice as I desired 
you to make it," she said to the housekeeper who 
was welcoming her in the hall. " I hope you have 
engaged a maid from the village to attend on her. 
I require all Grant's attentions now myself," she 
added wearily, falling into a chair in a state of 
exhaustion. "Hetty, my love, give me a kiss, 
and go and have a pretty frock put on for 
dinner." 

Polly, the new maid, had already unpacked the 
utile ^rl-s trunks and was waiting in her room 
to dress her in white muslin and lace and arrange 
her soft dark curls in a charming wreath round 
her head. Hetty's room was an exquisite little 
nest draped in pale blue chintz covered with roses, 
and with fantastic little brackets here and there 
bearing pretty statuettes and baskets of flowers. 
The housekeeper had not indeed neglected Mrs. 
Rushton's instructions with regard to the decora- 
tion of this apartment. 

" My, miss, but you have grown a fine tall girl!" 
said Polly admiringly; "and won't Mrs. Kane be 
glad to see you again? I suppose you will be 
going to see her to-morrow?" 
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*' I am not sure/' said Hetty; "I don't remember 
Mrs. Kane." 

"Don't you, miss? Then you ought to, I am 
sure, for it was her that took care oi you before 
Mrs. Rushton had you." 

" Yes, I believe so," said Hetty frowning, for 
she dreaded that Polly was going to make a 
practice of taunting her with being a foundling, 
just as Grant had always done. 

" And you ought to be very thankful to her," 
persisted Polly, " although you are such a grand 
young lady now." 

"Please to mind your own business," said Hetty 
proudly; " you were engaged by Mrs. Bushton to 
dress me and not to give me lectures." 

Polly was astonished and aggrieved. She did 
not know how Hetty had been goaded on the 
subject of her past life by Grant, and had fancied 
that as she had only a child to deal with she 
could say anything she chose quite freely. But 
though Hetty was only nine, her experiences 
of the world nad made her old beyond her years. 
Polly only thought her a hard-hearted, haughty 
little wretch, too proud to be grateful to those 
who had been good to her. 

" Far be it from me to think of lecturing you. 
Miss Hetty," she said; "but mind, I tell you, 
pride always gets a fall." 

"Be silent!" cried Hetty, stamping her small 
foot imperiously; "if Mrs. Bushton knew of 
your impertinence she would send you away 
to-night." 

It was thus that poor Hetty already began to 
make enemies, while much requiring friends. 
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Next morning Mrs. Rushton and Hetty drove 
over to Wavertree to spend a few days at the 
Hall, and on the way the lady stopped at Mrs. 
Kane's door in the village, and bade Hetty alight 
and go in to pay a visit to her old protectress. 
With Grants taunts rankling in her memory and 
Polly's reproaches fresh in her mind, Hetty got 
out of the carriage reluctantly and went up to 
the door with a slow step. 

Mrs. Kane was busy over a tub in her little 
wash-house, and came out into the kitchen on 
hearing some one at the door. She wore a print 
short-gown and petticoat, and a poky sun-bonnet i 
and her bare arms were reeking with soap-suds. 
Hetty shrank from her a little, and could not 
realize that she had ever belonged to a person 
with such an appearance as this. 

Poor Mrs. Kane looked at her young visitor 
with a stare of wonder, and could never have 
guessed it was Hetty had she not espied Mrs. 
Rushton's face through the open doorway, nod- 
ding pleasantly at her from the carriage. 

"Why, little miss, you're never my little 
Hetty?" cried the good woman, wiping her 
hands in her apron. 

" My name is Hetty Gray," said the little girl, 
holding up her pretty head adorned with a hand- 
some hat and feathers. 

"And don't you remember me, my darling?" 
said Mrs. Kane, extending her arms; "me that 
used to nurse you and take care of you like my 
own! Oh, don't go to say you forget all about 
your poor old mammy!" 

Hetty hung her head. " I don't remember you 
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at all," she said in a low trembling voice. Her 
pride was stung to the quick at the thought that 
she had belonged to this vulgar person. 

"Well, well! you was only a baby, to be sure, 
when you was took away from me. But oh, my 
dear, I loved you like my own that went to 
heaven, so I did. And my John, he loved you 
too. Come in here till I show you the bed you 
used to sleep in; and always you would be happier 
if you had a jugful of flowers on the window-sill 
to look at, falling asleep and coming awake again 
in the morning. To think of it being full five 
years ago, my pretty; and you turned into an 
elegant young lady in the time!" 

"Did I really ever live here?" asked Hetty; 
" really ever sleep in that bed?" 

" That you did; and slept well and was happy," 
said Mrs. Kane, beginning to feel hurt at the 
child's coldness. " Come now, have you never a 
kiss to give to the poor old mammy that nursed 
you?" 

Hetty held up her round sweet face, as fair 
and fresh as a damask rose, to be kissed, and 
submitted to Mrs. Kane's caresses rather from 
consciousness that she ought to do so, than from 
any warmth of gratitude in her own heart. So 
far from being grateful to the homely sun-burned 
woman who hugged her, she felt a sort of resent- 
ment towards her for finding her on the sea-shore 
and making a cottage child of her. It ought to 
have been Mrs. Rushton who found her, and per- 
haps she might have done so if Mrs. Kane or her 
husband had not been in such a hurry to take 
her in. Then Grant could not have taunted her 
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with being a village foundling, and nobody could 
have declared she was not intended to be a 
lady. 

After her one embrace Mrs. Eime wiped her 
eyes and led the child out of the cottage to the 
carriage door. 

"Ah, Mrs. Rushton!" she said, "this is your 
Hetty now and not mine any more. What does 
a fine young lady like this want to know of a 
poor old mammy like me? I gave her to you, 
body and soul, five years ago, and may the good 
God grant that I did right! My little Hetty, 
that loved the big moon-daisies and the field- 
lilies like her life, is as dead as my other children 
that's in heaven. It lies in your hands, ma'am, 
to make good or bad out of this one." 

"You are a curious woman, Mrs. Kane. I 
thought you would have been delighted to see 
what a little queen I have made of her." 

" Queens require kingdoms, ma'am, and I make 
free to wish that your little lady may sit safe on 
her throne. And after that I can only hope that 
she has more heart for you than for me." 

" Come, come, Mrs. Kane! you must not expect 
memory from a baby. Hetty will soon renew 
her acquaintance with you, and you and she will 
be excellent friends." 

But Mrs. Kane was not slow to read the ex- 
pression of Hetty's large dark -fringed eyes, which, 
with all the frankness of childhood, betrayed their 
owner's thoughts; and she knew that Hetty would 
find no pleasure in learning to recall the inglorious 
circumstances of her infancy. 

Hetty had still less recollection of the Enderby 
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family than of Mrs. Kane, but she felt very much 
more willing to be introduced to its members 
than to the cottage woman. Looking upon her- 
self as Mrs. Rushton's only child, she considered 
the Wavertree children as her cousins and their 
father and mother as her uncle and aunt. Mrs. 
Bushton had always talked to her of them in 
such a way as to lead her to regard them in this 
light. Occasionally a strange little laugh or a 
few sarcastic words from Mrs. Bushton had 
grated on the child's ear in the midst of her 
foster-mother's pleasantly expressed anticipations 
of Hetty's future intercourse with her own rela- 
tions; and the little girl had, on such occasions, 
felt a chill of vague fear, and a momentary pang 
of anxiety as to the reception she might possibly 
meet with from these people, none of whom had 
ever been found by a poor labouring man alone 
on a wild sea-shore, or had lived with a humble 
woman in a cottage. That the "disgrace" of 
such a past clung round herself, Grant's disagree- 
able eyes would never allow her to forget. Such 
were poor Hetty's disordered ideas with regard 
to herself and her little world, when Mrs. Bushton's 
carriage drew up that day before the door of 
Wavertree Hall. 

Mrs. Enderby was seated at her embroidery in 
the drawing-room beside her small elegant tea- 
table, and looked the very ideal of an English 
gentlewoman in her silver-gray silk and delicate 
lace ruffles, and with her fair, almost colourless 
hair twisted in neat shining braids round the 
back of her head. With her own faint sweet 
smile she welcomed her sister-in-law and inquired 
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kindly for her health; and then she turned to 
Hetty, who stood gazing steadily in her face, 
utterly unconscious of her own look of anxious 
inquiry. 

Mrs. Rushton had taken pains to make the 
most of Hetty's uncommon beauty on this occasion, 
determined to take her friends by surprise and 
force them into an acknowledgment of the 
superiority of her own taste in adopting such a 
child. Hetty was dressed in a dark crimson 
velvet frock, trimmed with rich old yellow lace 
which enhanced the warmth and richness of her 
complexion, and gave a reflected glow to her dark 
and deep-fringed eyes. A crop of crisp short 
curls of a dusky chestnut colour was discovered 
when her hat was removed. No ungenerous 
prejudice prevented Mrs. Enderby from acknow- 
ledging at the first glance that Hetty had a most 
charming countenance. 

"And this is Hetty! how she has grown!" said 
Mrs. Enderby, taking the child's little hand be- 
tween her own and looking at her in a friendly 
manner. With a swift pain, however, Hetty 
remarked that she did not kiss her; but she was 
not aware that Mrs. Enderby, though a kind was 
not a demonstrative woman, and that kisses were 
rarely bestowed by her on anyone. If Hetty 
had put up her little face for a caress, Mrs. En- 
derby would have been very well pleased to lay 
her own cool cheek against the child's scarlet lips; 
but Hetty's was one of those natures that desire 
tokens of love and are yet too proud to seek 
for them. She flushed to her hair, therefore, 
with mortification as Mrs. Enderby dropped her 
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hand and tamed away once more to her sister- 
in-law. 

"How tired you are! you look quite faint. 
Allow me to take your bonnet; and do lie down 
on this couch whUe I make you a cup of tea. 
Hetty must amuse herself with a piece of cake 
till my little girls come in from their walk. I 
have got such a nice governess for them, Amy. 
Mark, you know, is gone to Eton." 

The ladies continued to converse, and Hetty sat 
forgotten for the moment, eating her cake. She 
ate it very slowly, anxious to make it last as long 
as possible, for she felt that when it was finished 
she should not know what to do with herself. 
When even the crumbs were gone she folded her 
hands and counted the flowers on the wall-paper, 
and discovered among them a grinning face which 
certainly had been no acquaintance of the de- 
signer's, but had started suddenly out of the 
pattern merely to make cruel fun of Hetty s 
uneasiness. 

At last, after some time which seemed to the 
little girl quite a year at least, Mrs. Enderby rang 
the bell and asked if the young ladies had come 
in from walking. The servant said they were 
just going to tea in the school-room, and Mrs. 
Enderby turned to Hetty, saying: 

" Go, my dear, with Peter, and he will show you 
the school-room. Tell Phyllis and Nell that I sent 
you to play with them." 

Hetty followed the servant; but as she went 
across the hall and up the staircase she felt with 
a swelling heart that had she been the real cousin 
of these children, and not an " upstart" (Grant's 

(196) D 



50 MISS GRAY ANNOUNCED. 

favourite word), they would perhaps have been 
sent for to the drawing-room to be presented to 
her. 

Accustomed as she was to be alternately pet- 
ted and snubbed, she had acquired the habit of 
watching the movements of her elders with sus- 
picion, and now concluded that because no fuss 
was made about her she must therefore be despised. 
A hard proud spirit entered • into her on the. 
moment, and she resolved that though she had 
been humble in her demeanour towards Mrs. 
Enderby she would hold her head high with girls 
who were not very much older than herself. 

Peter was a young footman who had been 
brought up in the village and trained by the 
butler at the Hall, and who consequently knew 
all about Hetty's history. He did not intend to 
do more than just show the little girl which was 
the school-room door, and was amused and sur- 
prised when the child said to him with great 
dignity, 

" Please announce Miss Gray." 

Peter hid his smile and throwing open the 
door very wide he pronounced her name, as she 
desired, in an unusually loud tone of voice. 

Miss Davis, the governess, had just raised the 
tea-pot in her hand to fill the cups, and her two 
pupils had each a thick piece of bread and butter 
in hand, when the door was flung open as de- 
scribed and Hetty in all her magnificence appeared 
on the threshold. 

" My mamma has brought me to see you," said 
Hetty boldly, her chin very high, "and Mrs. 
Enderby sent me here to you;" and she remarked 
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as she spoke that the Enderby girls wore plain 
hoUand dresses with little aprons and narrow 
tuckers, no style or elegance whatever about their 
attire. 

Miss Davis looked m surprise at the youns: 
stranger, not knowing her sto^, and thinki^ her 
a very handsome, but haughty looking little girl, 
while Phyllis and Nell put down their bread and 
butter on their plates, and rose slowly from their 
seats. 

" How do you do?" they said, each just touch- 
ing her hand, and then the three girls stood look- 
ing at one another. 

The words " my mamma" had already annoyed 
Phyllis, who was one of those persons who even 
from childhood cherish an extraordinary degree of 
quiet pride in their good birth. She waa willing 
that Hetty should be treated with kindness, but 
had often told herself that she would never be 
persuaded to look upon her as her own cousin. 
Nell only thought of how pretty their new play- 
fellow was, and how nice it would be to have her 
sometimes with them. 

"I am very glad you have come,*' she said, 
looking at Hetty with welcoming eyes. 

"Nell, you ought not to speak before your 
elder sister," said Miss Davis, who, though an 
excellent lady, was rather prim in her ways and 
ideas. 

" I hope you are quite well," said Phyllis polite- 
ly; "will you take some tea?" 

" I have just had some," said Hetty," thank you. 
Do you never have tea with your mamma?" 

"Oh, no," said the girls with a smile of surprise. 
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"Little girls never do," said Miss Davis em- 
phatically. 

*' I do always," said Hetty; she might have 
added, " except when she forgets all about me," 
but she did not think of that now. 

" I did not know you had any mamma," said 
Phyllis coldly, not exactly meaning to be cruel, 
but feeling that Hetty was pretentious, and 
therefore vulgar, and that she ought to be kept 
down. 

" How odd that you should not know your own 
aunt," said Hetty, a warm crimson rising in her 
cheeks, and her eyes kindling. 

"My aunt never had a child," said Phyllis 
quietly. 

"Not till she got Hetty," broke in Nell. 
" Phyllis, how can you be so unkind?" 

" My dear Nell, I am not unkind, I only meant 
to correct Miss Gray's mistake." 

" You had better go into the drawing-room and 
correct Mrs. Rushton's mistakes," said Hetty 
angrily. "It is by her desire that I call her my 
mother." 

By this time Miss Davis knew who Hetty was, 
as she had heard something about Mrs. Rushton's 
having adopted a village child. 

" My dears," she said, " don't let us be unkind 
to each other. Come, we must have our tea, and 
Miss Gray will be social and join us, even though 
she has had some before.'* And she handed a cup 
to the little visitor. 

"Now, Hetty," continued Miss Davis, "I suppose 
I may call you Hetty, instead of Miss Gray, as 
you are only a little girl?" 
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"Yes," said Hetty slowly, half liking Miss 
Davis, but feeling afraid she was laughing at 
her. 

Tea was finished almost in silence, not all Miss 
Davis's efforts making Hetty and Phyllis feel at 
ease with each other. Nell being rather in awe 
of her elder sister, of whose general propriety of 
conduct and good sense she had a high opinion, 
was not very successful in her attempts at con- 
versation. When the meal was over Miss Davis 
proposed a walk in the garden before study 
time. 

"Can you play lawn tennis?" asked Nell as 
they walked towards the tennis-ground. 

"No, I never play at anything," said Hetty 
sadly. "When not with — ray maTnTna** she 
said with a flash of the eyes at seeing Phyllis 
looking at her, " I have always been alone." 

Miss Davis glanced at the child with pity, but 
Hetty, catching her eye, would not bear to be 
pitied. 

"It is much pleasanter to be with grown people 
in the drawing-room," she said. " I should not 
like at all to live as you do." 

"Do you always wear such splendid frocks?" 
asked Phyllis, examining her from head to foot 
with critical eyes. 

" Yes," said Hetty. " I have much finer ones 
than this; I am always dressed like a lady. How 
can you bear to be such a sight in that ugly linen 
thing?" 

" My dear, simple clothes are more becoming to 
children," said Miss Davis, while Phyllis only 
curled her lip. "If you lived more among those of 
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your own age," continued the governess, "as I 
hope you will henceforth do, you would find that 
little girls are much happier and more free to 
amuse themselves when dressed suitably to their 
age You shall see how we enjoy ourselves at 
tennis, as we could not do in dresses as rich as 
yours." 

Miss Davis and her pupils began to play tennis, 
and Hetty tried to join; but her dress was too 
warm and too tight to allow of her making much 
exertion, and so she was content to stand by and 
watch the game. 

Seemg the great enjoyment of the players, 
Hetty began to feel the spirit of the game, and 
remembered how she had often longed to be one 
of the happy children whom she had seen at play 
in other scenes than this. However, her belief 
that Phyllis was unfriendly towards her pre- 
vented her acknowledging what she felt. Had 
only Nell and Miss Davis been present she would 
have begged the loan of a holland blouse and 
joined in the game with all her heart. But 
Phyllis had a freezing effect upon her. 

When the game was over they went indoors 
and Hetty was shown the pretty room prepared 
for her. Polly had already unpacked her things, 
and on the bed were laid the handsome gifts 
which Mrs. Rushton had bought for Hetty to 
present to " her cousins." 

Hetty was now glad to see these presents 
which she had for a time forgotten, and thought 
she had now a good opportunity for making 
friends with the two girls. She was really 
pleased to give pleasure to Nell, whom she liked, 
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and was not sorry that Phyllis would be obliged 
to receive something from her hands. 

The presents were both beautiful and both 
useful. One was a desk, the case delicately in- 
laid, and the interior perfectly fitted up. The 
other was an exquisitely carved and furnished 
work-box. 

" Oh, give the desk to Phyllis; she is so much 
more clever than I am, and writes so well. And I 
am fond of work. Oh, you are a dear to give me 
such a charming present," said Nell afiectionately, 
examining the beautiful work-box with sparkling 
eyes. 

Hetty was delighted. 

"I cnose them myself," she said with some 
pride; and then she took the desk in her arms 
and asked Nell to show her the way to Phyllis's 
room. 

" It is down at the end of this passage. I will 
show you. And you must not mind Phyllis if 
she does not go into raptures like me. She is 
always so well-behaved, and takes everything so 
quietly." 

Phyllis looked greatly surprised, and not quite 
pleased, when, having heard a knock at her door 
and said " Come in,' she saw Hetty invade her 
room. Her first thought was, "This foundling 
girl is going to be forward and troublesome;" and 
Hetty was not slow to read her glance. 

"I have brought you a present," she said in 
quite a different tone from that in which she had 
made her little speech to NelL 

Phyllis took the desk slowly, and looked at it 
as if she wished it had not been offered. 
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" It is very handsome," she said, " and my aunt 
was very good to think of it. Please give her 
my best thanks." 

And then Phyllis deposited the present on a 
table, and turned away and began to change her 
shoes. 

Nell looked at Hetty, but could not see the 
expression of her face; for she had turned as 
quickly as Phyllis and was already vanishing 
through the door. 




CHAPTER VII. 



HETTY 8 FIRST LESSONS. 



^^jg|? ETTT'S bed-room being over the sclioul- 
^ a ^ ^ l^ room, she was wakened the next 
"T^^Jl^ morning by somebody practising on 
the piano, the sound from which as- 
cended through the ^oor. 

"How well they play, and how early they 
rise!" thought Hetty. "I wonder whether it is 
Nfcll or Phyllis who is at the piano? Oh, dear! 
I do not know even a note." 

She longed to ask Polly at what hour the Mi&s 
Enderbya had got up, and which of them was 
practising on the piano, but aa she had begun by 
snubbing Polly she could not now descend from 
her dignity so far as to ask her questions. Polly 
on ber side was always silent when attending on 
Miss Gray, and never ventured to make the least 
freedom with the haughty little foundling. 

When Hetty descended to the breakfast-room 
she found only Mr. and Mrs. Enderby at the 
tahla Mrs. Rusbton was atill in her room, and 
wa.s having her breakfast there. 

" This is little Hetty," said Mra Enderby pre- 
Sftntin^r her to her husband. 
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Mr. Enderby put down his paper and looked 
at Hetty gravely and critically, Hetty thought 
pityingly. 

"How do you do, my dear?" he said patting 
her shoulder. " I see you have not been accus- 
tomed to early hours." 

Hetty hung her head and sat down at the 
table. Mrs. Enderby supplied her wants and then 
went on reading her letters; and Hetty ate in 
silence, wondering why she was not called on to 
talk and amuse these people as she had been 
accustomed to amuse Mrs. Bushton's fashionable 
friends. This quiet wise-looking lady and gen- 
tleman seemed to look on her with quite different 
eyes from those with which the rest of the world 
regarded her. They neither snubbed nor petted 
her, only seemed satisfied to allow her to be com- 
fortable beside them. 

Presently she plucked up courage to ask: 

"Are Phyllis and Nell not coming to break- 
fast?" 

Mrs. Enderby smiled. 

"No, my dear, they never breakfast here. 
They breakfasted an hour ago in the school-room. 
They are busy at their studies at present." 

"Are they always busy at studies?" asked 
Hetty. 

" A great part of the day they are." 

" As all little girls ought to be who wish to be 
educated women some day," said Mr. Enderby 
looking over the edge of his newspaper. 

" Your education has hardly begun yet I fear," 
said Mrs. Enderby. 

"Mrs. Rushton" — something withheld Hetty 
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from saying "my mamma" before Mr. and Mrs. 
Enderby — "always says it is time enough for 
that," said Hetty. 

Mr. and Mrs. Enderby exchanged glances, and 
Mr. Enderby shifted in his seat and shook the 
newspaper impatiently. Mrs. Enderby said: 

" What would you think of joining my girls at 
their lessons while you stay nere? I fear that 
if you do not you will find yourself very lonely/* 

"I am often very lonely," said Hetty simply ^ 
and agam her host and hostess looked at each 
other. 

"Well, which do you prefer?" said the latter; 
"to be very lonely going about the house and 
gardens by yourself, or to spend your time use- 
fully with the other children in the school- 
room?" 

"I would rather be with the girls, if they 
would like to have me," said Hetty after a few 
moments* reflection. "But I think Phyllis would 
rather I stayed away." 

" Oh, I think not," said Mrs. Enderby; « Phyllis 
never makes a fuss about anything, but I will 
answer for her that she will welcome you." 

"I think she does not like me," said Hetty, 
looking steadily at her hostess with large serious 
eyes, 

" Take care you do not dislike her," said Mr. 
Enderby with a slight look of displeasure. " In 
this house we do not indulge such fancies." 

"My dear, you must not think that because 
our manners here in the country may be quieter 
and perhaps less warm than those of some of the 
people you have lived with abroad, our hearts 
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are therefore cold. Come, then, if you have 
finished breakfast, I will take you myself into 
the school-room." 

Half pleased and haK unwilling Hetty suffered 
herself to be led away, and her heart beat fast as 
she crossed the school-room threshold Miss Davis 
sat at the end of the table with an open exercise 
book before her, and a severely businesslike look 
on her face. Phyllis and Nell bent over their 
books at either side of the same table. Maps 
hung on the walls and books layabout everywhere. 
Hetty instantly, and for the first time in her life, 
felt keenly that she was a dunce. 

"Miss Davis, I have brought you another 
pupil," said Mrs. Enderby; "I am sure you will 
not mind the trouble of having one more than 
usual for a little while. I think Hetty will be 
happier for having something to do." 

" I shall be very pleased if she will join us," 
said Miss Davis; and then Mrs. Enderby left the 
room, and Hetty was asked to take a seat at the 
foot of the table. 

"What have you been learning, my dear?" 
asked Miss Davis. 

"Nothing," said Hetty; "I can read a little; 
but that is all." 

Phyllis and Nell had not spoken to her, and 
had looked at her only with sidelong glances. 
This was because it was their study hour and 
speaking was not allowed; but Hetty thought 
it was because they were not glad to see her 
coming to join them, and she therefore felt all the 
more careless about trying to make the best of 
herself. If nobody cared about her, what did it 



HETTT ABGUES WITH THE GOVERNES& 61 

matter whether she was a dunce or not? So she 
said holdly that she had been learning nothing; 
and then the two Enderby girls lifted up their 
heads and stared at her in sheer amazement 

Hetty's face grew crimson, and her pride arose 
within her. 

" After all," she said, " it is much better fun to 
play and amuse yourself all day than to sit poring 
over books. Study does not make people prettier 
or pleasanter." ^^ ^ 

This last sentence was an echo from one of 
Mrs. Rushton's silly speechea When people 
would ask her about Hetty's education, she was 
wont to declare that the child was prettier and 
pleasanter without it. 

Phyllis, listening, merely curled her lip, and 
bent lower in silence over her book. Nell re- 
mained looking at Hetty with a wondering 
expression in her eyes. Miss Davis drew herself 
up and looked much displeased. 

" I hope you are doing yourself great injustice," 
she said; " I cannot believe you really mean what 
you say. Study not make people prettier or 
pleasanter! I scarcely believe that my ears have 
not deceived me.'* 

" It does not make you prettier or pleasanter," 
said Hetty persistently. " You were much nicer 
yesterday when you were playing and running 
about. Your face is not the same at all now." 

Phyllis opened her eyes wide and turned them 
on Miss Davis, as if to ask, ''Is not this too 
much?" Nell, on the contrary, began to smile as 
though she thought Hetty's impudence capital 
fun, and this encouraged Hetty, who had been 
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taught to love to amuse people at any cost Miss 
Davis coloured with surprise and annoyance. 

"It is of no consequence, my dear, how we 
look when we are doing our duty," she said con- 
trolling herself. 

" Then I hope I shall never do my duty," said 
Hetty coolly; "nobody loves people who do not 
look gay." 

Phyllis turned to Miss Davis and said, " Will 
you not send her away now? Mother never 
meant us to be interrupted like this." 

"Patience, my dear!" said Miss Davis; "Hetty 
is perhaps giving us the worst side of her charac- 
ter only to startle us. I am sure there is a better 
side somewhere. Come over here to me, Hetty, 
and let me hear you read." 

Hetty obeyed, and took the book Miss Davis 
placed in her hand. Holding herself very erect 
and looking very serious she began, after a glance 
over the paragraph that had been marked for 
her: — 

"Leonora walked on her head, a little higher 
than usual." 

"My dear!" interrupted Miss Davis hastily; 
and Nell vainly tried to smother a burst of 
laughter. 

"That is what is printed here," said Hetty 
gravely, but the corners of her mouth twitched. 
Miss Davis did not notice this as she took the 
book and prepared to examine the text so start- 
lingly given forth; but Phyllis and Nell saw at 
once that Hetty was making fun. 

" Ah !" said Miss Davis, " it is your punctuation 
that is at fault. The sentence runs: 'Leonora 
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walked on, her head a little higher than usual' 
You see one little comma makes all the difference 
in the world." 

"I wondered how she could manage to walk 
on her head," said Hetty in the most serious 
manner; " and why, if she did manage it, it should 
make her higher. She would be the same length 
in any case, would she not, Miss Davis?" 

Nell laughed again, and Phyllis looked more 
and more contemptuous. Miss Davis said, " Read 
on, please!" rather severely, at the same time 
giving Nell a glance of warning. 

Hetty read on, making deliberately the most 
laughable blunders, at some of which Miss Davis 
herself had to smile. Even Phyllis had to give 
way on one occasion, and in the midst of a chorus 
of laughter Hetty stood making a piteous face, 
pretending not to know what they were laugh- 
ing at. 

" I told you I could read only a little," she said, 
but at the same time she gave Nell a knowing 
glance which Phyllis caught. 

" She could read better if she pleased. She is 
only amusing herself," said Phyllis to Miss Davis. 

" I hope not, my dear," said the governess; " do 
not be uncharitable. Well, Hetty, you may put 
aside your book for to-day. I hope to improve 
you before your visit is over. Do you know any- 
thing of geography? Come, I will give you an 
easy question. Where is England situated on 
the map?" 

" In the middle of the Red Sea," said Hetty 
briskly. 

" My dear! why do you suppose so?" 
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"I see it up there on the map," said Hetty; 
" the sea is marked in red all round it." 

Nell tittered again. Phyllis put her fingers in 
her ears, determined to hear no more of Hetty's 
absurdities. 

" You make a great mistake," said Miss Davis, 
and spreading a map before Hetty, the governess 
gave her a lesson on the position of the Red Sea 
and the relative position of England. 

"Have you learned anything at all of num- 
bers?" 

" I can count on my fingers," said Hetty; " I 
add up the fives and I can reckon up to a hun- 
dred that way." 

"You must learn a better way of counting 
than that. Have you never learned the multi- 
plication table?" 

" My mamma s tables are all ebony or marble," 
said Hetty putting on a bewildered air, "but I will 
count them up if you like. There are six in the 
drawing-room," she continued, holding up all the 
fingers of her left hand, and the thumb of the 
right. 

"You ridiculous child! you misunderstand me 
quite. The multiplication table is an arrange- 
ment of numbers. I will give it to you to study. 
In the meantime, come, how many do three threes 
make when they are added together?" 

"I don't know anything about threes," said 
Hetty; " I only know about fives." 

" I think I must give you up for to-day," said 
Miss Davis in despair. " Phyllis is waiting with 
her French exercise. Can you read French at 
all, Hetty?" 
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"I can talk French," said Hetty; "but I don't 
want to read it; 'tis quite bad enough to have to 
read English, I think. Talking is so much 
pleasanter than reading." 

" You can talk it, can you? Let me hear," and 
Miss Davis addressed a question to her in French. 

In answer to it Hetty poured forth a perfect 
flood of French, spoken with a pretty accent and 
grammatically correct In truth she spoke like 
a little Frenchwoman, and completely surprised 
her listeners. She had been asked some question 
about walking in the Champs Elys^es and now 
gave a vivid description of the scene there on a 
fine morning, the people who frequented it, their 
dress, their manners, their conversation. 

Miss Davis put down the multiplication table 
which she had been turning over and stared at 
the little Frenchwoman chattering and gesticulat- 
ing before her. 

"There, my dear," she said presently, "that 
will do; I see you can make use of your tongue. 
Take this book now and study quietly for half 
an hour." 

Hetty felt that she had had her little triumph 
at last. Neither Phyllis nor Nell could speak 
French like that. She took the table-book 
obediently and sat down with it, while Phyllis 
made an effort to get over the shock of surprise 
given her by Hetty s clever exhibition, and pro- 
ceeded to attend to Miss Davis's correction of her 
French exercise. 

That afternoon Hetty was dressed in a hoUand 
frock of Nells, which, though Nell was a year 
older, was not too large for her, and joined heart- 
ri9e) E 
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ily in a game of lawn tennis. Her little success 
of the morning, when she had surprised her com- 
panions and their governess by her cleverness at 
French, had raised her spirits, and she enjoyed 
herseK as she had never done in her life before, 
feeling that she could afford to do without Phyllis' 
good opinion, and taking more and more pleasure 
in shpwing how little she cared to have it. 

After this the days that remained of her visit 
passed pleasantly enough. Hetty contrived to 
turn her lessons into a sort of burlesque, and to 
impose a good deal on Miss Davis, who was not a 
humorous, but indeed a most matter-of-fact 
person. Every day Phyllis grew more and more 
disgusted with their visitor, who interrupted the 
even course of their studies and " made fools," as 
she considered, of Miss Davis and Nell. She 
thought Hetty's pretentiousness became greater 
and greater as her first slight shyness wore away, 
and she grew perfectly familiar with every one in 
the house. Phyllis was sufficiently generous to 
refrain from complaining of Hetty to her mother 
or father, but she privately found fault with Nell 
for encouraging her too much. 

" You laugh at her so absurdly that she grows 
more impudent every day," she said; "she could 
not dare to give herself such airs only for you." 

" But, Phyllis dear, I can't help laughing at her, 
and indeed I think you make her proud by being 
so hard upon her; she is not so proud with me." 

" She is ridiculous," said Phyllis; " such preten- 
tion in a girl of her age is utterly absurd. Besides, 
it is so vulgar, Well-born people are not always 
trying to force their importance on you as she 
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does; if I did not try to keep her down a little she 
would be quite unbearable." 

" Perhaps if you did not try to keep her down 
so much she would not set herself up so much," 
persisted Nell. 

" I am older and wiser that you," said Phyllis 
coldly. 

" Yes, I know you are," said Nell regretfully. 

" And I ought to be a better judge of people's 
conduct. I am not going to complain of her to 
father or mother; but as she will be coming here 
again, I suppose, we ought to try to manage her a 
little ourselves." 

Nell did not dare to say any more to Phyllis, 
but ran away as soon as ^e could get an oppor- 
timity, to play with Hetty and laugh admiringly 
at all her droll remarks. 

One more triumph Hetty enjoyed before her 
visit to Wavertree came to an end. On a certain 
evening there was a dinner-party at the Hall, 
and some one who had been expected to sing and 
amuse the company failed to appear. After 
dinner Mrs. Rushton fancied that the party had 
grown very dull, and a brilliant idea for entertain- 
ing the guests occurred to her. She left the 
drawing-room and went upstairs to where the 
little girls were preparing for bed. 

" Come, Hetty," she said, " I want you to make 
yourself agreeable. Every one is going to sleep 
down-stairs and carriages will not arrive tUl 
eleven. I have rung for Polly to dress you. 
Phyllis and Nell can come down also if they 
please." 

The Enderby girls concluded from this speech 
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that their mother had sent for them, and in a 
short time Mrs. Rushton returned to the drawing- 
room, accompanied by the three children. 

Mrs. Enderby looked exceedingly surprised and 
not quite pleased, but Mrs. Rushton said, 

"I have provided some amusement for your 
people. Hetty will make them laugh." 

Hetty was flushed and trembling with excite- 
ment, and at a signal from her adopted mother 
she stepped into the middle of the room and 
began her entertainment; Mrs. Rushton having 
walked about among the guests beforehand, telling 
them that the child was going to give them some 
sketches of character, the result of her own ob- 
servations. 

Hetty began with a conversation between a 
mincing and lackadaisical young lady and a 
bouncing one who talked noisily; and she changed 
her attitudes, her accent, the expressions of her 
face in such droll ways, and altogether con- 
trasted the two characters so well, that a round 
of applause and laughter greeted and encouraged 
her. Then followed a ridiculous scene between a 
cross old lady and an amiable old gentleman in a 
hotel; and so on. Every odd character Hetty had 
ever met was reproduced for the amusement of 
the company. 

Most of the guests laughed heartily and lavished 
praises on Hetty's talent and beauty. Only a 
few looked shocked, and shook their heads, saying 
it was sad to see a child so precocious and cynical. 

Mr. and Mrs. Enderby, though disliking the 
exhibition and thinking it very bad for the little 
girl, were obliged to laugh with the rest, and Mrs. 
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Rushton was delighted and triumphant. Nell 
laughed more than any one and clapped her hands 
wildly, but Phyllis looked on all the time with a 
disdainful smile. 

" My girls are up too late," said Mrs. Enderby 
as she bade them good-night. 

" Why did you send for us then, mother?" said 
Phyllis. 

" I did not, my dear, it was quite your aunt's 
doing. She wished to amuse you, I believe." 

" Then I wish I had known," said Phyllis, " I 
would rather have gone to bed. I did not want to 
see that ridiculous performance." 

"Hetty took some trouble to make us laugh. 
And if she has not been very wisely brought up 
we must not blame her too much for that." 

" I do not like her; I wish she would go away," 
said Phyllis with quiet determination. 

" She is going to-morrow," said Mrs. Enderby. 

" She is not a lady, mother, and I am quite 
tired of her restless ways," persisted Phyllis. " I 
hope she will never come back here." 

Mrs. Enderby in her heart echoed this hope, 
but she controlled her feeling against Hetty and 
said: 

" I fear your aunt is not the sort of person to 
understand the bringing up of a girl ; but remem- 
ber, Phyllis, that I rely on you to help me to be of 
service to this poor child. Go to bed now, my 
daughter, and be wise aa you usually are." 

Phyllis looked troubled, and thought over her 
mother s words as she lay in bed. But hers was 
not one of those natures that relent easily. She 
tried to satisfy her conscience by assuring herself 
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that she wished no ill to Hetty, but quite the 
reverse. "Only she is different from us," she 
reflected, " and she ought to keep away with the 
people who suit her. I hope aunt Amy will not 
bring her here again," 




CHAPTER VIII. 



HETTY DESOLATK 

[^BS. RTJSHTON and Hetty departed. 
Phyllis waa satisfied, and everything 
went on as usual at Wavertree HalL 
No one waa sorry to lose the visitors, 
except Nell, who waa secretly rather fond of 
Hetty. She waa not a very brave child, and 
was much inSuenced by the opinion of others, 
especially of those whom she loved and admired; 
ao, though there was s aoft comer in her heart 
for Hetty, she was a little ashamed of the fact, 
seeing that none of the rest of the family shared 
her feeling. With Phyllis especially she was 
careful to be silent about Hetty, having a high 
opinion of her sister's good sense, and being 
greatly afraid of her contempt. And so it came 
that after a few days had passed Hetty's name 
was mentioned no more in tne house. 

Meantime Hetty at Amber Hill was enjoying 
her life more than she had ever enjoyed it before. 
She had her own pony, and went out to ride as 
often as, and at any hour she pleased. Half-a- 
dozen dogs and as many cats belonged to her, 
and they all loved her. Almost her entire time 
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was spent out of doors, for Mrs. Rushton was too 
great an invalid now to care for much of her 
company. Grant was almost always in attend- 
ance on her mistress, and so had very little 
opportunity for interference with Hetty. Polly 
was easily kept in order, and the housekeeper 
always took the child's part if any of the other 
servants annoyed or neglected her. 

This wild uncontrolled life, spent chiefly in the 
open air, wandering through the woods, running 
races with the dogs, or galloping up hill and 
down hill with them all flying after the pony's 
heels, suited Hetty exactly. She thought the 
world delightful because she was allowed to live 
a healthy active life, and nobody thwarted her. 
When Mrs. Rushton sent for her to the drawing- 
room or to her bed-room Hetty would steal in 
quietly, and, bringing a story-book with her, 
would sit down at her adopted mother's feet, and 
remain buried in her book till notice was given 
her that it was time for her to depart. In this 
way she gave very little trouble, and Mrs. Rush- 
ton was more than ever convinced that she had 
made an excellent choice in adopting Hetty, and 
that she was the most satisfactory child in the 
world. 

One day Hetty had come in from her ride, and 
was sitting in her own room with her story-book 
waiting for the usual evening summons from 
Mrs. Rushton. The days were now very short, 
and the little girl's head was close to the window- 
pane as she tried to read. The door opened and 
she started up, shutting the book and preparing 
to go down-stairs; but there was something im- 
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usual about Polly's look and manner as she came 
into the room. 

" Mrs. Rushton is taken very ill," she said, 
" and the doctor is sent for. So you will please 
come down and have your tea in the drawing- 
room by yourself. Miss Hetty." 

"Is she more ill than usual? Much more?" 
asked Hetty. " The doctor was here this mom- 
ing. 

" She's as ill as can be," said Polly, " and all of 
a sudden. But you can't do her any good. And 
you'd better come down to your tea." 

Hetty followed Polly without saying more, 
though she felt too anxious to care about ner tea. 
She was greatly frightened, yet hardly knew 
why, as Mrs. Rushton was often ill, and the doc- 
tor was often sent for. There was a general 
impression in the household that the mistress 
sometimes made a great fuss about nothing, 
fainted, and thought she was going to die, and in 
a few hours was as well as usual. But no one 
in the house felt as anxious about her as Hetty. 
During the pleasant weeks that had lately passed 
over her head Hetty had been more drawn to 
her benefactress than she had ever been before. 
No longer snubbed and neglected in strange un- 
comfortable places, she had, in becoming more 
happy, also become more loving. She knew that 
she owed all the enjoyments of her present life 
to Mrs. Rushton, and if she was not allowed to 
be much in the company of her adopted mother 
she thought it was not because she was forgotten, 
but because Mrs. Rushton was too ill to see her. 
She believed herself really very greatly beloved 
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by her benefactress, and had begun to love her 
very much in return. Seeing her lying on her 
couch, quiet and gentle, making no cruel remarks 
and laughing no cynical laughs, Hetty had con- 
structed a sort of ideal mother out of the invalid, 
and endowed her with every lovable and admir- 
able quality. This comfortable little dream had 
added much to the child's happiness in her life 
of late; and now she felt a wild alarm at the 
thought of the increased illness of her protec- 
tress. 

The doctor came and was shut up in the sick- 
room, and after some time Grant came out and 
spoke to the housekeeper, and a messenger was 
sent off on horseback to Wavertree Hall. 

When Grant came back to Mrs. Rushton's 
door Hetty was there with her face against the 
panel. 

"Oh, Grant, do tell me what is the matter!" 
she whispered. 

"Illness is the matter," said Grant. "There! 
we don't want children in the way at such times. 
Go up to your bed, miss. Youll be better there 
than here." 

" I can't go to bed till I know if she is better," 
said Hetty. " Why have you sent a message to 
Wavertree ? " 

But Grant pursed up her lips and would say 
no more, and Hetty saw her pass into Mrs. Rush- 
ton's room and close the door. 

The child crept back to the drawing-room, 
where no lamps had been lighted and there was 
only a little firelight to mate the darkness and 
emptiness of the large room more noticeable. 
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She knelt down on the hearth-rug and buried 
her face in the seat of Mrs. Rushton s favourite 
arm-chair. The dearest of all her dear dogs, 
Scamp, came and laid his black muzzle beside 
her ear, as if he knew the whole case and wanted 
to mourn with her. Two hours passed; Hetty 
listened intently for every sound, and wondered 
impatiently why Mr. and Mrs. Enderby did not 
arrive. She got up and carefully placed some 
lumps of coal on the fire, making no noise lest 
some one should come and order her off to bed. 
She was resolved to stay there all night rather 
than go to bed without learning something more. 

At last a sound of wheels was heard, and Hetty 
went and peeped out of the drawing-room door 
and saw Mr. and Mrs. Enderby taking off their 
wraps in the hall. Their faces were very solemn 
and they spoke in whispers. She saw them go 
upstairs, and though longing to follow them, did 
not dare. Then she retreated back into the 
drawing-room and buried her face once more in 
the depths of the chair. 

In this position, with Scamp's rough head 
close to hers, she cried herself to sleep. The 
wintry dawn was just beginning to show faintly 
in the room when she was awakened by the 
sound of voices near her. Chilled and stiff she 
gathered herself up and rose to her feet; and 
Scamp also got up and shook himself. Then 
Hetty saw Mr. and Mrs. Enderby standing in 
earnest conversation at the window. 

They started when they saw her as if she had 
been a ghost, and Mrs. Enderbv exclaimed in a 
low voice: 
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"The chUd! I had quite forgotten heri" 

" Yes, there will be trouble here," muttered Mr. 
Enderby; while Hetty came forward, her face pale 
and stained with crying, her dress disordered, and 
her curly hair wild and disarranged. She looked 
so altered that they scarcely knew her. 

"How is she? Oh, Mrs. Enderby, say she is 
better," cried Hetty, swallowing a sob. 

"My dear child," said Mrs. Enderby, "how 
have you come to be forgotten here, have you not 
been in bed all night?" 

"I stayed here," said Hetty, "I wanted to 
know; will you not tell me how she is?" 

" My child, she is well, I hope, though not as you 
would wish to see her. It has pleased God to 
take her away from you." 

" Do you mean that she is dead?" 

" Yes, my poor Hetty, I am grieved to tell you 
it IS so. 

Hetty uttered a sharp cry and turned her back 
on her friends standing in the window. The 
gesture was an unmistakable one, and touched 
the husband and wife. It seemed to say so plainly 
that she expected nothing from them. 

She retreated into the furthest corner of the, 
room and flung herself on the floor, and Scamp, 
hanging his head and wagging his tail, followed 
her mournfully, and lay down as close to her as 
he could. 

"Leave her alone awhile," said Mr. Enderby, 
for his wife had made a movement as if she would 
follow her; "she is a strange child, and we will 
give her time to take in the fact of her loss. You 
must not be hurried into making rash promises 
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through pity; all this brings a great change to 
the girl, and it is better she should feel it from 
the first." 

The truth was Mrs. Rushton had been dead 
when her brother and sister-in-law arrived. A 
sudden attack of fainting had resulted in death. 
This abrupt termination of her illness was not 
quite unexpected by herself or her friends, as it 
was known she had disease of the heart, and the 
doctors had given warning that such might be her 
end. However, she herself had not liked to look 
this probability in the face, and had preferred to 
dwell on the faint hope held out to her that she 
K^.ight linger on as an invalid for many a year. 
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CHAPTER IX 

WHAT TO DO WITH HER? 




FTER Mrs. Rushton had been laid to rest 
in her grave her worldly affairs had to 
^3 be looked into. She had died possessed 
of a great deal of property, and her 
relations were well aware that she had never 
made a will. Her brother had lately urged her 
to make a will, but she had always put off the 
unpleasant task. Now there was nothing to be 
done but to divide the property among the rela- 
tives to whom it reverted by law. 

After the funeral her late husband's relations 
and Mr, Enderby met at Amber Hill and dis- 
cussed these matters of business. 

In the meantime Hetty had been left at Amber 
Hill in the care of the housekeeper, for Mr. Enderby 
would not allow his wife to carry her off to 
Wavertree. 

"It would be a mistake," he said, "to begin 
what we may not think proper to go on with 
afterwards. If the child comes home with us 
now she may feel herself aggrieved, later, at being 
sent away. To act with prudence is our first duty 
towards her." 
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So Hetty had been left with the housekeeper, 
who, being a kind woman in her way, tried to 
comfort her with cakes and jam. Her only real 
comfort was her darling Scamp, and witib her 
arms round his shaggy neck she shed many a 
tear of loneliness and terror. Her heart was full 
of anxious fears as to what was going to become 
of her. 

She had stolen into the room where the dead 
woman lay to take her last farewell of her bene- 
factress. Nobody watched there, and Hetty 
easily found an opportunity for paying her tearful 
visit. Scamp, who never left her side, accom- 
panied her with a sad solemnity m his counten- 
ance, and these were perhaps the two most real 
mourners whom the wealthy lady had left behind 
her. 

Now all was over, and Mrs. Bushton's room 
looked vacant and with as little sign of her pre- 
sence as if she had never inhabited it. The 
wintry sunshine smiled in at all the windows of her 
handsome house, and made it cheerful even though 
the blinds were drawn down. The robins twit- 
tered in the evergreens outside, and the maids 
had their little jokes as usual over their sewing, 
though they spoke in lowered tones. No great and 
terrible change seemed to have happened to any 
one but Hetty, except indeed to Scamp, and it 
was plain that he suffered only for Hetty's sake. 

On the day when Mrs. Rushton's relations met 
at Amber Hill Hetty sat in the housekeeper's 
room in a little straw chair at the fire, with Scamp 
clasped in her arms and her head resting against 
his. She felt instinctively that her fate was 
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being sealed upstairs. Indeed a few words which 
had passed between Grant and the housekeeper, 
and which she had accidentally overheard, assured 
her that such would be the case. 

"If Mrs. Rushton has left her nothing," said 
Grant, " shell be out on the world again, as she 
was before. Mrs. Kane may take her, unless the 
gentlemen do something for her." 

" Mr. Enderby will never allow her to go back 
to poor Anne Kane," said the housekeeper. "There's 
many a cheap way of providing for a friendless 
child, and it wouldn't be fair to put her on a 
woman that can hardly keep her own little home 
together." 

Hetty's anguish was unspeakable as these 
words sank into her heart, each one making a 
wound. She shuddered at the thought of going 
back to Mrs. Kane, but felt even more horror of 
those unknown " cheap ways of providing for a 
, friendless child," alluded to by the housekeeper. 
A perfect sea of tribulation rolled over her head 
as she bent it in despair, and wept forlornly on 
Scamp's comfortable neck. 

In the meantime, as Hetty surmised, her fate 
was being decided upstairs. No provision had 
been made by Mrs. Rushton for the child whom 
she had taken into her home, petted and indulged, 
and accustomed to every luxury. The relations 
of Mrs. Rushton's late husband, who lived at a 
great distance and had not been on intimate terms 
with her, were not much impressed by the lady's 
carelessness of Hetty. But Mr. Enderby, who 
knew all the circumstances, felt that a wrong had 
been done. 
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"Some provision ought to be made for the 
child/' he said; "that is a matter about which 
there can be no doubt." 

"Certainly," said Mr. Rushton, who had in- 
herited most of his sister-in-law's property. "There 
are cheap schools where girls in her position can 
be educated according to their station. After- 
wards we can see about giving her a trade, 
millinery and dressmaking, I suppose, or some- 
thing of that kind." 

Mr. Enderby looked troubled. " I do not think 
that would be quite fair," he said, " I would urge 
that she should receive a good education. She 
ought to be brought up a lady, having been so 
long accustomed to expect it." 

" I quite disagree with you," said Mr. Bushton; 
"there are too many idle ladies in the world. 
And who is to support her when she is grown 
up?" 

" I do not wish to make her an idle lady," said 
Mr. Enderby, " but I would fit her to be a gover- 



ness." 
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There are too many governesses; better keep 
her down to a lower level and teach her to be 
content to be a tradeswoman. As far as I am 
concerned I will consent to nothing better than 
this for the girL" 

"Then we need not speak of it any more," 
returned Mr. Enderby. " I will take the respon- 
sibility of the child upon myself." 

Mr. Rushton shrugged his shoulders. " Do as 
you please," he said, "but remember it is your 
own choice. If you change your mind call upon 



me. 
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So the matter ended When the library door 
opened, and the gentlemen were heard preparing 
to depart, Hetty flew upstairs and stole into the 
hall, where Mr. Enderby, who was the last to go, 
suddenly saw her little white face gazing at him 
with a dumb anxiety 

"Well, my dear?" he said kindly; "how are 
you getting on?" 

" Oh, sir, will you please tell me where I am to 
go to?" implored Hetty. 

"Don't fret yourself about that," said Mr 
Enderby, buttoning up his coat. "We are not 
going to let you be lost. You just stay patiently 
with Mrs. Benson till you hear again from me." 

And then he nodded to her and took his de- 
parture. 

That evening he had a serious conversation 
with his wife about Hetty Gray. 

"I have made up my mind it will be better 
to bring her here," he said abruptly. 

"My dear! is that wise?" exclaimed his wife, 
thinking with sudden anxiety of Phyllis's great 
dislike to Hetty, and Hetty's uncompromising 
pride. 

" It is the best plan I can think of, but do not 
mistake me. If Hetty comes here it will be ex- 
pressly understood by her and others that she is 
not to be brought up as my own daughter. She 
will merely enjoy the security of the shelter of 
our roof, and will receive a good education such 
as will fit her to provide, later, for herseK." 

" Will it be easy to carry out this plan?" asked 
Mrs. Enderby. 

" That I must leave to you, my dear. You are 
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firm enough and wise enough to succeed where 
others would probably f aiL The only alternative 
that I can think of is to send her to an expensive 
school where she will certainly not be prepared 
for the battle of lifa As for sending her to a 
lower style of place, and making a charity girl of 
her after all that has been done to accustom her 
to the society of well-bred people, the bare thought 
of such injustice makes me angry." 

Mrs. Enderby looked admiringly at her hus- 
band. 

"You are right," she said; "and I will try to 
carry out your plan. It will add greatly to my 
cares, for I fear Hetty's will be a difficult nature 
to deal with, especially when she finds herself in 
so uncertain a position in our house." 

The next day Mrs. Enderby drove over to 
Amber Hill and desired Mrs. Benson to send 
Hetty to her in the morning-room. When the 
child appeared she was greatly struck by the 
traces of sufiering on her countenance, and felt 
renewed anxiety as to the difficulty of carrying 
out her husband's wishes. 

" My child," she said kindly, taking the little 
girl's hand and drawing her to her knees, " I have 
got a good deal to say to you, and I hope you 
will try to understand me perfectly." 

Hetty gave her one swift upward glance in 
which there was keen expectation, mingled with 
more of fear than hope. 

" I will try," she whispered. 

" You know, my dear, that Mrs. Rushton was 
very good to you while she lived, yet you had 
no real claim on her, and now that she is gone 
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you are as much alone as if you had never seen 
her." 

Mrs. Enderby was surprised by Hetty*s swift 
answer. 

"More alone," she said, with a stem look in 
her young face; "for if she had not taken me I 
could have stayed with Mrs. Kane. I should have 
loved Mrs. Kane, and now I do not love her." 

"There is some truth in all that," said Mrs. 
Enderby; " but at all events, my dear, you have 
enjoyed many advantages during the last five or 
six years. There is no question now of your 
going back to Mrs. Kane. Mr. Enderby will not 
allow it." 

" Grant says there are cheap ways of providing 
for friendless children," said Hetty, whose tongue 
had become dry in her mouth with fear of what 
might come next. 

" Never mind what Grant says," said Mrs. En- 
derby ; "attend only to what I tell you. Mr. En- 
derby and I have thought deeply over your future, 
Hetty, and we are really anxious to do what is 
best for you." 

Hetty said nothing. All the powers of her 
mind were strained in wondering expectation of 
what she was now going to hear. 

" We have been advised to send you to a school 
where you would be made fit to provide for your- 
self when you become a woman," continued the 
lady, " but we have decided to take you into our 
own house instead; on condition, however, that 
you try to be industrious and studious. By the 
time you have grown up, I hope you will be able 
to make use of the good education we will give you, 
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and will have learned the value of independence. 
Do you understand me completely, Hetty? We 
are going to educate you to be a governess. You 
shall live in our house and join in the studies of our 
children, and enjoy the comfort and protection of 
our homa But of course you cannot look for- 
ward to sharing the future of our daughters" 

"I understand," said Hetty slowly; and the 
whole state of the case, in all its bearings, ap- 
peared in true colours before her intelligent mind. 

" I hope you are satisfied also," said Mrs. En- 
derby, w^o was determined, even at the risk of 
being a little hard, that the child should thor- 
oughly know her place, and learn to be grateful 
for the protection afibrded her. 

" When you are older, my child, you will com- 
prehend what your elders now know, that my 
poor sister, Mrs. Rushton, made a great mistake 
in raising you from the station in which she 
found you, and showering luxuries upon you as 
she did. We also see, however, that an injustice 
was done to you, and that we whom she has left 
behind her are bound to make amends to you for 
that. Therefore it is that we are keeping you 
with ourselves, instead of allowing you to run 
the risk of being made unhappy by strangers." 

For all answer to this Hetty burst into a fit of 
wild weeping. Her proud little heart was broken 
at the prospect of returning to Wavertree to be 
snubbed and humbled by Phyllis, and possibly by 
servants of the same disposition as Grant. For 
the moment she could not remember all those 
worse horrors which her imagination had been 
conjuring up, and from which she was actually 
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saved She stood trembling and shaking in the 
storm of her grief, trying to stem her floods of 
tears with her quivering little hands, and unable 
to keep them from raining through her fingers 
on the floor. 

Mrs. Enderby sighed. Though she could not 
know all Hetty's thoughts she guessed some of 
them, and her heart sank lower than ever at the 
thought of the trouble which might come of the 
introduction of so stormy an element into her 
hitherto peaceful household. However, she was 
not a woman to flinch from a duty, when once she 
had made up her mind to recognize it. 

"Come, come, my child!" she said, "you have 
been passing through a great trial, but you must 
try to be brave and make yourself happy with 
us." 

Had Mrs. Enderby taken poor Hetty in her 
arms and given her a motherly kiss, much would 
have been done to heal the wounds made in the 
child's sensitive heart. But it was part of her 
plan, conscientiously made, that she must not 
accustom Hetty to caresses, such as she could not 
expect to receive later in life. So she only patted 
her on the shoulder, and, when her passion of 
crying had a little subsided, bade her run away 
and get on her things, and be ready as soon as 
possible to come with her to Wavertree Hall. 
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THE NEW HOME. 

^^EFORE going to Amber Hill that day 
^»Sg Mrs. Enderby had sent for her two girls 
Si|^B to come to her in her room, where she 
informed them of the fact that Hetty 
was coming to the Hall. 

" I am going to tell you some news, my chil- 
dren, and 1 hope you will feel it to be good news. 
I know my little daughters have kind hearts, and 
I am sure they will pity one even younger than 
themselves who has been left without home or 
protection." 

"I suppose you are speaking of Hetty, mother?" 
said Phyllis. 

" Yes, dear. Your father and I have arranged 
to bring her here." 

A faint colour passed over Fhyllis's fair pale 
face, and she said : 

"Did Aunt Amy not leave her any money, 
mother?" 

" No; I am sorry to say she did not leave her 
anything." 

" She ought to have done so," said Phyllis. 

" Your Aunt Amy was a very pecuhar person, 
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Phyllis, and nothing would induce her to make 
a will. She put off the task too long, and died 
without fulfilling it." 

"Could those who have got her money now 
not make it all right?" said Phyllis. "Could 
they not settle some money on her?" 

" That would be a difficult matter to arrange, 
dear. Almost all Mrs. Rushton's property has 
gone to her husband's brother, who is not a very 
generous man, I fear, and the rest, which returns 
to your father, is in trust for his children. He 
does not feel himself called upon to deprive you 
of what is lawfully yours in order to give a for- 
tune to a foundling child." 

"I would rather give her some of my money 
than have her here," said Phyllis bluntly. 

" You must get over that feeling, Phyllis. It 
is perhaps a little trial to us all to have a stranger 
among us, but we will endeavour to be kind, and 
all will be for the best." 

" And is Hetty to be our own, own sister?" said 
Nell, fixing her blue eyes on her mother's face 
and speaking for the first time. 

" No, my love, not quite. That would not be 
fair to Hetty, as we cannot make her one of our 
own children. She will be a companion for you 
and join in all your studies. But it is to be un- 
derstood that such advantages are to be given 
to her only to fit her to be a governess. I am 
anxious that every one should be good to her, 
but I do not intend her to have such luxuries as 
would but prepare her for great unhappiness 
later on in her life." 

"Hetty will never get on with that sort of 
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thing," said Phyllis. " She is too proud and too 
impertinent." 

"My dear Phyllis, I believe she has a good 
heart; and she has been, and will be, severely 
tried. Any failure of generosity on the part of 
my good little girl will disappoint me sadly." 

Phyllis closed her lips with an expression 
which meant that for reasons of propriety she 
would say no more, but that nothing could pre- 
vent her from feeling that justice and right were 
on her side; that she had a better apprehension 
of the matter in question than mother or father, 
or any one in the world 

When Hetty arrived that afternoon she was led 
straight into the school-room, where tea was just 
ready, Mrs. Enderby judging that it would be 
well to set her to work at once, giving her no 
time for moping. When she appeared, looking 
pale and sad in her black frock, her eyes heavy 
and red with weeping, even Phyllis was touched, 
and the school-room tea was partaken of in peace 
and almost in silence. Hetty was so full of the 
recollection of the last time she had been brought 
in here by Mrs. Enderby, and so conscious of the 
change that had come upon her since then, that 
she could scarcely raise her eyes for fear of cry- 
ing. Nell kept pushing cakes and bread and 
butter before her, Phyllis made general remarks 
in a softer tone than usual, and Miss Davis, who 
perhaps understood Hetty's position better, and 
sympathized more with her, than any of the rest, 
could think of nothing better to say to the for- 
lorn child than to ask her occasionally if she 
would like some more sugar in her tea. 
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After tea Phyllis and Nell set to work to pre- 
pare their lessons for the next day, and Hetty 
was thankful to have a book placed before her, 
and a lesson appointed for her to learn. It was 
a page in the very beginning of a child's English 
history, and Hetty read it over and over again 
till she had the words almost by heart without 
in the least having taken in their sense. Her 
thoughts were busy all the time with the looks 
and words of her companions, and with going 
back over all that had occurred that day. Phyllis 
had been gentler than she expected. Perhaps 
she was not going to be unkind any more. It 
was a good thing after all to be obliged to sit 
over books, as it would prevent her being talked 
to more than she could bear. Nell was very 
kind. Would Phyllis allow her to be always 
kind? She had remarked at the first moment 
that the frocks of the two other girls were made 
of finer stuff than hers, and were trimmed with 
crape. Mrs. Benson had got her her mourning- 
frock, and had got it, of course, as inexpensive as 
she thought fit under the circumstances. 

" Of course they wear crape," thought Hetty, 
" because Mrs. Rushton was their aunt. She was 
nothing to me, after all, except my mistress. 
Grant used to say things like that and I would 
not believe her. She was right when she said I 
was only a charity child." 

PhylUs and Nell were accustomed to go to the 
drawing-room for an hour or two in the evening 
after their father and mother had dined, and on 
this occasion Hetty was invited to accompany 
them. It was not Mrs. Enderby's intention that 
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she should always do so, but she considered that 
it would be well to include her to-night. 

The last evening spent by Hetty in the draw- 
ing-room at the Hall was that one on which she 
had entertained the company with her mimicries. 
Then, full of pride and delight in her own powers 
of giving amusement, she had felt herself in a 
position to despise all disapproval and dislike. 
Now, how was she fallen! Yet Mr. and Mrs. 
Enderby received her kindly, and paid her as 
much attention as if she had been an ordinary 
visitor. 

When bed-time came she was taken, not to the 
pretty room she had occupied when last in the 
house, but to a neat little plain chamber which 
was to be henceforth her own. It was not on 
the same landing with the bed-rooms of Phyllis 
and Nell, as she was quick to remark, but at the 
end of a long passage off which were the upper 
maids* bed-rooms, a fact which stabbed her pride. 

It was, however, a nice little room, placed above 
the passage and ascended to by a few steps, and 
it had a picturesque lattice window, embowered 
in ivy and passion-flowera She had hardly 
comforted herself by observing this when she 
was overcast again by a fresh and unpleasant 
discovery. Her trunk, which had been sent after 
her by Mrs. Benson, had already been unpacked 
and her things di8p;)sed of in a wardrobe But, 
alas! all her handsome clothing had disappeared. 
Her velvet and silk frocks trimmed with lace and 
fur, her sashes and necklaces, silk stockings and 
shoes with fantastic rosettes, these and numbers 
of other treasures were no longer to be seen in 
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her room. A sufficient quantity of plain under- 
clothiDg, a black frock to change the one she 
wore, a black hat and jacket, and one or two of her 
plainest white frocks, these were all that remained 
of the possessions which had but yesterday been 
hers. 

When she had recovered herseK sufficiently 
after this disappointment to be able to look 
around the chamber, she saw that her desk and 
work-box, and some of her favourite stoiy-books, 
had been placed on a table at the window. These 
she was glad to see, and recoveiing her spirits 
beffan to remember that after all she had now no 
right to any of those costly articles which she 
had been allowed to use during Mrs. Rushton's 
lifetime. As she was to live henceforth a humble 
dependent in this house she could have no fur- 
ther need of such luxuries. She had remarked 
that Phyllis and Nell were always simply dressed, 
and yet they had more right to finery than she 
had. 

Hetty had sufficient good sense to know all 
this without being told. Her peculiar experiences 
had sharpened her reasoning faculties and made 
her keenly observant of whEt passed before her, 
and had also given her an unusually acute per- 
ception of the meanings and influences floating 
in the atmosphere about her from other people's 
thoughts and words. Child as she was she was 
able to take, for a moment, Mrs. Enderby's view of 
her own position, and admitted that the kind yet 
cold lady had acted justly in depriving her of 
useless things. Yet her wilful heart longed for 
the prettinesses that she loved, and she wept her- 
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self to sleep grieving for their loss, and for the 
greater loss which it typified 

The next morning her head was aching and 
her eyes redder than ever when she appeared in 
the school-room, and she seemed more sullen and 
less meek than she had been yesterday. She 
could not fix her mind on the lesson Miss Davis 
gave her to learn, and made a great display of 
her ignorance when questioned on general subjects. 
All this was not improving to her spirits, and in 
becoming more unhappy she grew more irritable. 
Miss Davis felt her patience tried by the trouble- 
some new pupil, and Phyllis eyed her with strong 
disapproval over the edges of her book. Phyllis 
loved order, regularity, good conduct, and in her 
opinion Hetty was an intolerably disagreeable 
interruption of the routine of their school-room 
life. 

That was a bad day altogether. Some friends 
of Mr. and Mrs. Enderby were dining with them, 
and when the school-room tea was over Phyllis 
and Nell told Miss Davis that their mother wish- 
ed them to come to the drawing-room for a short 
time. Hetty looked up, as she thought herself 
included in the invitation; but Miss Davis, who 
had received general instructions from Mrs. En- 
derby, said to her quietly: 

" You will stay here with me, Hetty, for this 
evening." 

Hetty flushed crimson and her pride was 
kindled in an instant. She was not to go to the 
drawing-room any more, because she was only a 
charity child. Tears rushed into her eyes, but 
she forced them back and pretended to be very 
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busy with a book. After the other girls had 
been gone some time Miss Davis said: 

" I am going to my own room for half an hour, 
Hetty, and I suppose you can amuse yourself with 
your book till I come back." 

When left alone Hetty flung away her book, 
went down on her face on the hearth-rug, and 
cried with aU her might. She thought of even- 
ings when she had tripped about gaily in Mrs. 
Bushton's drawing-room and every one was glad 
to see her. Now, it seemed, she must live all 
alone in a school-room. She forgot that she had 
ever been unhappy with Mrs. Bushton, ever been 
left alone, or snubbed or neglected in her house; 
for Hetty, like many other people, old and young, 
lost all her excellent power of reasoning when 
overmastered by passion. In the old time she 
had been happy, she thought, cared for, loved, 
made much of. Now she was beloved by nobody, 
not even for an hour. 

In her desolation she could not think of any 
creature that loved her except Scamp, the dog who 
had been her only comfort since this trouble had 
befallen her; and he was left behind at Amber 
Hill. She had begged to be allowed to bring him 
with her to Waverfcree, but Mr. Enderby objected, 
saying that there were already too many dogs 
about the place. 

As soon as Miss Davis returned to the school- 
room Hetty asked to be allowed to go to bed. 

" I have just been looking out some materials 
for needlework for you," said Miss Davis. " It is 
quite time you learned to sew; I hope you will 
find amusement in the occupation. However, if 



A HATEFUL TASK. 95 

you are tired yon may go to bed As a role the 
girls do not go to bed till nine o'clock." 

Hetty shuddered as she looked at the needle- 
work which was prepared for her. In her eyes 
it was only a new instrument of torture. She 
did not even know how to hold a needle; she did 
not want to know. Mrs. Rushton had never 
been seen sewing; it was only the maids who 
had any occasion to sew. 

" I hate sewing," said Hetty despairingly. 

"Then you must learn to like it," said Miss 
Davis briskly; "little girls are not allowed to 
hate anything that is useful, especially little girls 
who must look forward to providing for them- 
selves in the world by their own exertions. But 
go to bed now. To-morrow I hope you wiU be in 
a better humour." 

And Hetty vanished. 




CHAPTER XL 



HETTY TURNS REBEL. 




[P'ETTY cried herself to sleep as she had 
V3^ done the night before, and her last 
[U thought was of Scamp. About the 
middle of the night she had a dream 
in which she fancied that Scamp s paws were 
round her neck and that he was barking in her 
ear his delight at seeing her. The barking went 
on so long that it wakened her, for it was real 
barking that had caused the dream. 

Hetty sat up in her bed and listened. Surely 
that was Scamp's bark, loud, sharp, and impatient, 
as if he was saying, "Where's Hetty? I want 
Hetty. I will not go away till I have found 
Hetty." In the stillness of the night it sounded 
to the lonely child like the voice of a dear friend 
longing to comfort her. She jumped out of bed, 
threw open the window, and listened again. 
Could it be that he had found the way from 
Amber Hill, and come so many miles to look for 
her? Darling old Scamp, was it possible he 
loved her so much ? Yes, it was indeed his voice ; 
he was outside the house, almost under her 
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window, and she must and would go down and 
take him in. 

She opened the door cautiously and went out 
into the passaga The barking was not heard so 
distinctly here, and she hoped that no one would 
hear it but herselE. How dreadful if somebody 
should goand beat him away before shecould reach 
himl She pattered down-stairs with her little 
bare feet and made her way through the dai*k- 
ness to the great haU door. But she had forgot- 
ten how great and heavy that door was, and had 
not thought of the chain that hung across it at 
night, and the big lock in. which she could not 
turn the key. Scamp heard her trying to open 
the door, and barked more joyfully. Unable to 
unfasten this door she made her way to another 
at the back of the house, and, withdrawing a 
bolt, she stood in the doorway, her little white 
night-dress blowing in the wmter's night air, and 
her bare feet on the stones of the threshold. 

"Scamp, Scamp!" she called iq a soft voice, 
and, wonderful to tell, he heard her and came 
flying round the house. 

" Oh, Scampie, dear, have you come, and do you 
really love me still?" whispered Hetty as the dog 
leaped into her arms, and she clasped his paws 
round her neck and kissed his shaggy head. 

Scamp uttered a few short rapturous exclama- 
tions and licked her face and hands all over. 

"But you must be very quiet," she said, "or 
you will wake the house and we shall be caught. 
Come now, lovie, and I'll hide you in my own 
room," 

She closed the door as quietly as possible and 

(196) G 
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crept npstsurs again carrying the dog hugged in 
her arms. 

As she stole along the passage to her room one 
of the maids whispered to anower who was sleep- 
ing in the room with her: 

'' Oh, I have heard a great noise down-stairs, 
and one of the dogs was harking. And just now 
I am sure I heard feet in the passaga" 

" Some one has got into the house then," said 
the other maid listeiung. 

" Oh, lie still, don't get up!" said the first maid 
" It must be burglars." 

*' I will go and waken the men," said the other 
courageously. And down-stairs she went and 
wakened the butler and footman Soon they 
were all searching the house, the butler armed 
with a gun, the others with large pokers. No 
burglars were to be found, and the butler was 
very cross at having been called out of his bed 
for nothing at alL 

The maids persisted that some one had been 
in the house, some one who must have escaped 
while they were giving the alarm. Mr. Enderby 
heard the noise and came out of his room and 
learned the whole story. After an hour of 
searching and questioning and discussion all went 
to bed again, everybody blaming everybody else 
for the silly mistake that had been made. 

Next morning Hetty slept long and soundly 
after her midnight adventure, and when the 
maid who called her went into her room she 
was astonished to see a dog's head on the pillow 
by the sleeping child Scamp put up his nose 
and barked at the intruder, and Hetty wakened. 
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"Laws, Miss Hetty, you are a strange little 
girl," said the maid, who was the very girl who 
had alarmed the house durincr the nicrht. *' How 
ever did you get a dog into your room?" 

*"Its only Scamp, my own Scamp, and he 
wouldn't hurt anybody," said Hetty; "please 
don't beat him away, Lucy. He came in the 
middle of the night trying to find me, and I took 
him in. Perhaps Mrs. Enderby will let me keep 
him now." 

"That I am sure she will not," said Lucy. 
"You naughty little girL And so it was you 
who disturbed the house last night, frightening 
us all out of our senses, and getting me scolded 
for giving an alarm. Wait till Mr. fiiderby hears 
about it." 

"You are very unkind," said Hetty; "as if I 
could help his coming in the night-time!" 

"And I suppose you could not help letting 
him into the house and taking him into your 
bed?" said Lucy scornfully. 

" No, I couldn't," said Hetty. " And you can 
go and tell Mr. Enderby as soon as you please." 

At this Lucy flounced out of the room quite 
determined to complain of the enormity of Hetty's 
conduct. 

When the little girl appeared in the school- 
room with Scamp following at her heels she was 
not in the best of tempers, and held her chin very 
high in the air. Miss Davis met her with a stem 
face. 

"Hetty, what is this I hear of you? How 
could you dare to bring a strange dog into the 
house in the middle of the night?" 
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"It wasn't a strange dog; it was Scamp," said 
Hetty, putting on her most defiant air. " I don't 
think it was any harm to let him in." 

'*Not, though I tell you it was?" said Miss 
Davis. 

" No," said Hetty. 

"Then I must ask Mrs. Enderby to talk to 
you," said Miss Davis. " Meantime the dog can- 
not stay here while we are at breakfast." 

And she rang the bell. 

" Tell Thomas to come and fetch this dog away 
to the stable-yard," she said to the maid who 
answered the bell. 

"Scamp always stayed in the room with me 
at Amber Hill," said Hetty, two red spots burn- 
ing in her cheeks. 

" You must learn to remember that you are no 
longer at Amber Hill," said Miss Davis. 

Phyllis and Nell now came into the school- 
room and looked greatly surprised at sight of the 
dog, Hetty's angry face, and Miss Davis's looks of 
high displeasure. They took their places in silence 
at the breakfast table. 

" I am not likely to forget it," retorted Hetty 
bitterly. "At Amber Hill everybody was kind 
to me. Nobody is kind here." 

"You are a most ungrateful girl," said Miss 
Davis. " What would have become of you if Mr. 
and Mrs. Enderby had not been kind?" 

At this moment Thomas entered. 

" Take away that dog to the stable-yard," said 
Miss Davis. 

Hetty threw her arms round Scamp's neck and 
clung to him. 
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" You shall not turn him out," she cried " He 
oame and found me, and I will not give him 
up." 

"Do as I have told you, Thomas," said Miss 
Davis; and Thomas seized Scamp in spite of 
Hetty's struggles, and carried him off, howling 
dismally. 

" Now, you naughty girl, you may go back to 
your own room, and stay there till you are ready 
to apologize to me for your conduct," said Miss 
Davis. 

" Oh, please don't send Hetty away without her 
breakfast," pleaded Nell. 

" I will go. I will not stay here. I will run 
away!" cried Hetty wildly. 

"Let her go, Nell," said Phyllis, giving her 
sister a warning look; and Miss Davis said: 

" When she is hungry she can apologize for her 
conduct. In the meantime she had better go 
away and be left alone till she recovers her senses." 

Hetty fled out of the room and away to her 
own little chamber, where she locked herself in 
and flung herself in a passion of rage and grief 
on the floor. 

"I will go away," she sobbed. "I will run 
away with Scamp and seek my fortune. Miss 
Davis is going to be as bad as Grant, reminding 
me that I am a charity child. Oh, why was I 
not bom like Phyllis and Nell, with people to 
love me and a home to belong to? It is easy for 
them to be good. But I shall never be good. I 
know, I know I never shall!" 

After half an hour had passed a knock came 
to the door, and Lucy demanded to be admitted. 
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"Go away, you cruel creature!" cried Hetty. 
" I will not have you here." 

Lucy went away, and after some time Hetty 
heard Mrs. Enderby's voice at the door. 

" I hope you will not refuse to let me in," she 
said. " I request that you will open the door." 

Hetty rose from the floor very unwillingly 
and opened the door, and Mrs. Enderby came in. 

"Hetty, what is the meaning of this strange 
conduct?" she said, looking at the marks of wild 
weeping on the child's swollen face. 

"Everybody's conduct has been bad to me," 
wailed Hetty. 

"What has been done to you?" asked Mrs. 
Enderby. 

" Everyone hates Scamp, and they have taken 
him away. And I have no one to love me but 
him." 

" Perhaps people would love you if you were 
not so fierce and wild, Hetty," said Mrs. Enderby. 
" Now, try and listen to me while I talk to you. 
It was very wrong of you to get up in the night 
and open the door, so as to alarm the house by 
the noise. And it was very wrong of you to 
take a dog into your room and into your bed." 

"It was Scamp," mourned Hetty. "Scamp 
loves me. And how could I leave him outside 
when he wanted to be with me?" 

"You could have done so because it would 
have been right," said Mrs. Enderby. "You 
knew that Mr. Enderby had refused to allow the 
dog to come here. You ought to have remem- 
bered his wishes. He has been very good to you, 
and you must learn to obey him." 
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" It is cruel of him not to let me have Scamp," 
persisted Hetty; "he never bites anyone, and he 
is better than the other dogs. Why can I not 
have him for my own?" 

"I will not answer that question, Hetty; it 
must be enough for you that you are to obey. 
You must stay here by yourself till you are in a 
better state of mind." 

Then Mrs. Enderby went away, and Hetty 
fell into another agony of grief, thinking about 
Scamp. 

She forgot the breakfast which she had not 
yet tasted, and felt every moment a greater long- 
ing to see her dog again. Where had they taken 
him ? she wondered. Was he still in the stable- 
yard? Perhaps they would drown him to get 
rid of him. Possessed by this fear she seized 
her hat and flew out of the room, quite reckless 
of consequences, and as it chanced, she met no 
one on her way down-stairs and along all the 
back passages leading towards the stable-yard. 

Arrived there she was guided to the spot where 
Scamp was by his barking. He was chained in 
a kennel in a comer of the yard, where it was 
intended he should remain till a new master or 
mistress could be found for him. Hetty watched 
her opportunity, and when there was no one 
about flew into the yard, slipped the chain off" his 
neck, and sped out of the place again, with the 
dog following joyfully at her heels. 

In acting thus the little girl had merely fol- 
lowed a wild impulse, and had formed no plan 
for her future conduct with regard to Scamp. 
Finding herself in his company now, she thought 
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only of prolonging the pleasure ana escaping 
with him somewhere out of the reach of un- 
friendly eyes. She darted through the outer 
gate of the stable-yard just as the great clock 
above the archway was striking ten; and was soon 
plunging through a copse on the outskirts of the 
village, and making for the open country. 

Scamp snuffed the breeze and barked for joy, and 
Hetty danced along over grass and through trees, 
forgetting everything but her own intense enjoy- 
ment of freedom in the open air that she loved. 
Over yonder lay the forge, where, as a baby of 
four, she had watched the great horses being 
shod, and the sparks tlying from their feet; 
and further on were the fields and the bit of 
wood where she had roamed alone, up to her eyes 
in the tall flag leaves and mistaking the yellow 
lilies for butterflies of a larger growth. She did 
not remember all that now, but some pleasant 
consciousness of a former free happy existence in 
the midst of this fresh peaceful landscape came 
across her mind at moments, like gaJes of haw- 
thorn-scented air. Mrs. Enderby's mild lectures, 
Phyllis's contempt. Miss Davis's shocked propriety, 
even Nell's easily-snubbed efforts to stand her 
friend, all. vanished out of her memory as she 
went skimming along the grass like a swallow, 
thrilling in all her young nerves with the fresh- 
ness and wildness of the breeze of heaven, and 
the vigour and buoyancy of the life within her 
veins. 

Five miles into the open country went Hetty, 
by a road she had never seen before. She knew 
not, nor did she think at all of where she was 
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going; she only had a delightful sense of exploring 
new worlds. However, about the middle of the 
day she felt very hungry. She began to re- 
member then that she could not keep on roving 
for ever, and that there was probably trouble 
before her at Wavertree, waiting for her return. 

She sat down on a bank to rest, and Scamp 
nestled beside her, alternately looking in her face 
and licking her hands. It occurred to Hetty 
that perhaps he was hungry too, and that if she 
had left him in the stable-yard he would at least 
have got his dinner. Remorse troubled her, and 
she cast about to try and discover something 
they two could eat. A tempting-looking bunch of 
berries hung from a tree near her, and she thought 
that if she could reach them they might be of 
some slight use in allaying the pangs of hunger 
felt by both her and her dog. She was at once on 
her feet, and straining all her limbs to reach the 
berries. 

They were caught, the branch broke, and Hetty 
fell down the bank, twisting her foot and sprain- 
ing her ankle badly. 

After the first cry wrung from her by the 
shock she was very silent; and having gathered 
herself up as well as she could, she sat on the 
ground, unable to attempt to stand. The pain 
was excessive, and great tears rolled down her 
cheeks as she endured it. Scamp gazed at her 
piteously, snuffed all roimd her, and looked as if 
he would like to take her on his back and carry 
her home. She threw her arms round his neck 
and hugged him. 

" No, you can't help me, Scampie, dear, and I 
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don't know what is to become of us. I can't 
move, and nobody knows where I have gone to. 
Of course it is all my fault, for I know I have 
been very disobedient. But I didn't feel wicked; 
not a bit." ' 

Scamp licked her face and huffed and snuffed 
all round her. Then he made several discontented 
remarks which Hetty understood quite well, 
though it is not easy to translate them here. 
Then he hustled round her, and scurried up and 
down the road looking for help; and finally sat 
on his tail on the top of the bank, and pointing 
his nose up at the unlucky tree on which the 
berries had hung, howled out dismally to the 
world in general that Hetty was in real trouble 
now, and somebody had better come and look 
to it. 

After a long time some one did come at last. 
The wintry evening was just beginning to close 
in and the short twilight to fall on the lonely 
road, blotting out the red berries on the trees, 
when a sound of wheels and the cracking of a 
carter's whip struck upon Hetty's ears. Scamp 
had heard them first and rushed away barking 
joyfully in the direction of the sound, to meet 
the carter, whoever he might be, and to tell him 
to come on fast and take up Hetty in his cart and 
bring her safely home. 

Presently Scamp came frolicking back, and 
soon after came a great team of powerful horses, 
drawing a long cart laden with trunks of trees, 
which John Kane, the carter, was bringing from 
the woods to be chopped up for firewood for the 
use of the Hall. At this sight a dim recollection 
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of the past arose in Hetty's brain. Had she not 
seen this great cart and horses long ago, and was 
not the face of the man like a face she had seen 
in a dream? She had not had time to think of 
all this when John Kane pulled up his team be- 
fore her and spoke to her. 

"Be you hurt, little miss?" he said good- 
naturedly; " 1 thought some'at was wrong by the 
bark of your dog. He told me as plain as print 
that I was wanted. 'Look sharp, John Kane!* 
he said; and how he knows my name 1 can't 
tell. There, let me put you settin in the cart, and 
I'll jolt you as little as may be." 

Hetty was thankful to be put in the cart, and 
it seemed to her a very strange chance that had 
brought John Kane a second time in her life to 
rescue her. He did not know her at all, and she 
did not like to tell him who she was. 

"Now, where can I take you to?" he said, as 
they neared the village. 

"I came from Wavertree Hall," said Hetty, 
hanging her head, "and," she added with a 
great throb of her heart, "my name is Hetty 
Gray." 

"Law, you don't say so!" said honest John; 
"our little Hetty that is turned into a lady! 
Well, child, it's not the first time you have got a 
ride in John Kane's cart. You cannot remember, 
but you used to be main fond of these very horses, 
watching them gettin' shod and running among 
their feet. However, bygones is bygones, and 
you won't want to hear nothing of all that. Now, 
1 can't drive you up to the door of the Hall in 
this 'ere lumbering big wehicle; but if you'll con- 
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descend to come to our cottage for an hour, I'll 
take a message to say where you are, and Mrs. 
Enderby'll send for you properly, no doubt." 

Hetty's heart was full as she thanked John 
Kane for his kindness. She had almost been 
afraid that he would break out into raptures and 
want to hug her as Mrs. Kane had done; but 
when she found him so cold and respectful a 
lump rose in her throat, and something seemed 
to tell her that as she had pushed away from her 
the love of these good honest people, she deserved 
to be as lonely and unloved as she was. 

Fortunately it was quite dark when the cart 
passed through the village, so that no one noticed 
who John Kane had got cowering down in his 
cart behind the logs of timber. When he stopped 
at his own door his wife came out, and he said to 
her in a low voice: 

" Look ye here, Anne, if I haven't brought you 
home little Hetty a second time out of trouble. 
Found her on the road I did, with her ankle 
sprained. We'll take her in for the present, and 
I'll go to the Hall and tell the gentlefolks." 

Mrs. Kane had just been making ready her 
husband's tea, and the fire was burning brightly 
in her tidy kitchen, making it look pretty and 
homelika She was greatly astonished at her 
husband's news, and came to the cart at once, 
though with a soreness at heart, remembering her 
last meeting with Hetty, and thinking how little 
pleasure the child would find in this enforced 
visit to her early home. 

"Now hurry away to the Hall and give the 
message," said Mrs. Kane; "your tea'U keep till 
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you come back. Little Miss Gray'll be anxious 
to get home to them as is expecting her." 

"Oh, please let him take his tea first," cried 
Hetty; " there will be no hurry to get me back. 
1 have been very naughty and eveiyone will be 
angry with me. Please, Mr. Kane, take your tea 
before you go." 

John Kane smiled. " Thank you, little maid ; 
but you see the horses are wanting to go home 
to their stable. And I'd rather finish all my work 
before I sit down." 

He went away and Hetty was left alone in the 
firelight with her first foster-mother. 

"Perhaps you are hungry, little miss," said 
Anne. " You have had a long walk, maybe, with 
your dog." 

Scamp had curled himself up on the " settle" at 
Hetty's feet. 

Hetty felt a pang at the words " little miss," 
but she knew it was her own pride that had 
brought this treatment upon her. Perhaps Mrs. 
Kane had once loved her as Scamp did now; but 
of course she would never love her again. At all 
events she was dear and good for taking Scamp 
in without a word of objection, and allowing him 
to rest himself comfortably at her fireside. 

"I am dreadfully hungry," said Hetty, in a 
low ashamed voice, and looking up at Mrs. Kane 
with serious eyes. "I have not eaten anything 
to-day. I sprained my ankle getting the berries, 
and they fell so far away I could not pick them 
up. 

"Not eaten to-day? What, — no breakfast 
even?" 
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" No," said Hetty. " I was bad in the morning, 
or I should have got some. At least they said I 
was bad, but I did not feel it/* 

"What did you do?*' 

"I took in Scamp in the night when he barked 
at the window, and I wanted to keep him, though 
Mr. Enderby would not have him about the 
place; and I fought to get him. And I told Mrs. 
Enderby that I ought to have him. And then 
I took him out of the stable-yard and ran away 
with him." 

" I'm afraid that was badness in the end," said 
Mrs. Kane. " It began with goodness, but it run 
to badness. Deary me, it*s often the same with 
myself. I think I'm so right that I can't go 
wrong. But all comes straight again when we're 
sorry for a fault." 

" But I can't be sorry for keeping Scamp when 
he loves me so. Nobody else loves me," cried 
Hetty, with a burst of tears. 

Mrs. Kane was by her side in a minute. " Not 
love you! don't they, my dear? Well, there's 
somebody as loves you more than Scamp, that I 
know. Come, now, dry your eyes and eat a bit. 
There's a nicer cup of tea than they'd give you at 
the Hall; for the Jittle brown pot on the hearth 
makes better tea than ever comes out of silver. 
I was a maid in a big house once myself, and 
I knows the differ." 

In answer to this Hetty sat up as well as the 
pain of her foot would allow, and flung her arms 
round Mrs. Kane's neck. 

" Oh, keep me here with you!" she cried. "I am 
tired of being grand. I will stay with you and 
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leam to be a useful girl, if only you will love 



me. 



Mrs. Kane heaved a long sigh as Hetty's arms 
fastened round her neck. Now she felt rewarded 
for all the love and care she had poured out on 
the child during the three years she had had her 
for her own. A little bit of hard ice that had 
always been lying at the bottom of her heart 
ever since Hetty had left her, now melted away, 
and she said, half laughing and half crying: 

" Come now, deary, don't be talking nonsense. 
Nice and fit you'd be to bear with a cottage life 
after all you've been seeing. Don't you think 
the gentlefolks would give you up so easily as 
that. But whenever you want a word of love 
and a heart to rest your bit of a head upon like 
this, mind you remember where they're always 
waiting for you, Hetty." 

Hetty sobbed and clung to her more closely, 
and it was sometime before she could be induced 
to eat and drink. When she did so the homely 
meal set before her seemed to her the most 
delicious she had ever tasted. 

" Oh I am so glad I have found my way back 
to you," she said; " I never should have done it if 
I hadn't got into such trouble. Oh, you don't 
know how proud and bad I have been! I know 
I've been bad, now that you are so good to me." 

After about an hour John Kane came back. 
He had been obliged to wait to put up his horses 
and see to their wants for the night before he 
could come home. The message he brought from 
the Hall was that Hetty must stay where she 
was till her foot was better, as moving about 
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was SO bad for a sprain. Mrs. Enderby would 
see Mrs. Kane about her to-morrow. 

The tiny whitewashed room where she slept 
that night was the one in which she had slept 
when a toddling baby, and Hetty wondered at 
herself as she looked round it thankfully. A 
patchwork quilt covered the bed, and a flower- 
pot in the one small window, and some coloured 
prints on the wall, were its only adornments. 
But it was extremely clean and neat, and, in spite 
of the pain in her foot, Hetty felt more content 
as she laid her head on the coarse pillow than 
she had felt for a great many weeks past. 




CHAPTER XII. 



A COTTAGE CHILD AGAIN. 




OME time passed before Hetty saw any 
of the family at the Hall again. Mr. 
Enderby was much displeased at her 
escapade, and resolved she should be 
punished. He thought the best way to punish 
her was to leave her in the care of Mrs. Kane. 
The hard and lowly living she would have to 
endure there, would, he thought, subdue her pride 
and teach her to be meek and grateful on her 
return to a more comfortable home. By his 
desire Mrs. Enderby refrained from going to see 
the child. Mrs. Kane was sent for to the Hall 
and directed to take every care of her charge; 
but on no account whatever to pamper her. 

At first Hetty was startled to find how very 
ready they were at the Hall to let her completely 
drop out of their lives, and at times she repined, 
but on the whole she was happier, and every 
day seemed to arouse her more and more to a 
better sense of the duties that lay round her in 
lifa While seated on her old settle she watched 
Mrs. Kane sweeping and washing the floor, pol- 
ishing up the windows and bits of furniture, 

(196) H 
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and making the humble home shine. Hetty longed 
to be able to take broom and scrubbing-brush 
from her hands and help her with the trouble- 
some work. When she found that by learning 
to hold her needle she could help to dam and 
mend for her dear friend, she eagerly gave her 
mind to acquiring the necessary knowledge. 
Books were scarce in John Kane's house and 
fietty did not miss them. At this time of her 
life all books, except stories, were hateful to her, 
and she thought she had read enough stories. It 
became a perfect delight to her to see Mrs. Kane 
shake out an old flannel jacket and hold it up to 
the light and declare that Hetty had mended it 
as well as she could have done it herself. " And 
that will save my eyes to-night," she would say, 
to Hetty's intense pleasure, who, now for the first 
time in her young life, tasted the joy of being 
useful to others. 

When her foot was sufficiently better to allow 
her to limp about, John Kane made her a crutch, 
and Hetty felt more gladness at receiving this 
present than Mrs. Rushton's expensive gifts had 
ever given her. After this she used to hop about 
the cottage, dusting and polishing, and doing 
many little " turns " which were a great help to 
Mrs. Kane. She soon knew how to cook the 
dinner and make the tea, and when Mrs. Kane 
was busy or had to go out, it was Hetty's delight 
to have everything ready for her return. To 
save her black frock from being spoiled by work 
she had learned to make herself a large gingham 
blouse, in which she felt free to do anything she . 
pleased without harming her clothes. 
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In this simple active life Hetty developed a 
new spirit which surprised herself as much as it 
astonished her humble friends. She worked in 
the garden and tended the poultry; besides per- 
forming various tasks which she took upon her- 
self indoors. And in this sort of happy industry 
several weeks flew, almost uncounted, away. 

One evening Mrs. Kane and Hetty were sitting 
at the fire waiting for John to come in. They 
were both tired after their day's work. Mrs. 
Kane was sitting in a straw arm-chair and Hetty 
rested with her feet up on the settle. The little 
brown tea-pot was on the red tiles by the hearth 
and the firelight blinked on the tea-cups. 

" Mrs. Kane," said Hetty, " will you let me call 
you mammy?" 

"Will I?" said Mrs. Kane. "To be sure I will, 
darling, and glad to hear you. But wouldn't 
mother be a prettier word in your mouth ? " 

"Phyllis calls Mrs. Enderby mother," said 
Hetty, " and it sounds cold. Mammy will be a 
little word of our own." 

" And when you go back to the Hall you will 
sometimes come to see your old mammy ? " 

" I think I am going to ask you to let me stay 
here always," said Hetty» 

"Nay, dear, that wouldn't be right. YouVe 
got to get edicated and grow up a lady." 

"I could go to the village school," said Hetty; 
" I'm not clever at books, and they could teach me 
there all I want to learn. When I grow up I 
might be the village teacher. And you and Mr. 
Kane could live with me in the school-house 
when you are old.. 
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" Bless the child's heart! How she has planned 
it all out. But don't be thinking of such foolish- 
ness, my Hetty. Providence has other doings in 
store for you." 

One of the happiest things about this time was 
that Scamp was as welcome in the cottage as 
Hetty was herself. He slept by the kitchen fire 
every night, and shared all Hetty's work and 
play during the daytime. Indeed nothing could 
be more satisfactory than the child's life in these 
days with Mrs. Kane. What in the meantime 
had become of her extraordinary pride? Love 
and service seemed to have completely destroyed 
it. 

One day, however, there came an interruption 
to her peace- Lucy, the maid, arrived with a 
message to know when Hetty would be able and 
willing to return to the Hall. 

Mrs. Kane was out and Hetty was sitting in 
the sun at the back-garden door with one of John 
Kane's huge worsted stockings pulled over one 
little hand, while she darned away at it with the 
other. At sight of Lucy her pride instantly 
waked up within her and rose in arms. Hetty 
stared in dismay at smart flippant Lucy, and felt 
the old bad feelings rush back on her. Tears 
started to her eyes as she saw all her lately 
acquired goodness flying away down the garden 
path, as it seemed to her, and out at the little 
garden gate. 

" I don't think I am ready to go yet," said she; 
"but I will write to Mrs. Enderby myself. Would 
you like to see Scamp, Lucy? He has grown so 
fat and looks so well. 
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Hetty could not resist saying this little trium- 
phant word about the dog. However, Lucy was 
ready with a retort. 

" I suppose he was used to cottages," she said. 
" People generally does best with what they have 
been accustomed to." 

Hetty's ears burned with the implied taunt to 
herself, but she said with great dignity: 

" You can go now, Lucy. I don't think I have 
anything more to say to you." 

And Lucy found herself willing to go, though 
she had intended saying a great many more sharp 
things to the child, whom she, like Grant, regarded 
as an impertinent little upstart. 

That evening Hetty made a tremendous effort 
and wrote a letter to Mrs, Enderby. 

" Deer Madam, — My foot is well, but Mrs. Kane 
is making me good and I would like to stay 
with her. I am sorry for Badness and giving 
trubbel. I could lern to work and be Mrs. Kane's 
child. 

Yours obeedyentley, 

Hetty." 

Mr. and Mrs. Enderby smiled over this letter 
together that evening. 

" Poor little monkey," said the former, " there 
is more in her than I imagined. But what spell- 
ing for a girl of her age!" 

"Might it not do to allow her to stay where 
she is, coming up here for lessons, and to walk 
occasionally with the girls?" 
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" 1 do not like the idea of it," said Mr. Enderby. 
"I would rather she stayed here and went as 
often as she pleased to see her early friends. It 
is evident they have a good influence upon her. 
Yet it would not be fair to let her grow up with 
their manners if she is to earn her bread among 
people of a higher class." 

So when Mrs. Enderby went next day to visit 
Hetty she was firm in her decision that the little 
girl should return to the Hall. She discovered 
Hetty busy sweeping up the cottage hearth in 
her gingham blouse. Hetty dropped her broom 
and hung her head. 

"I was pleased to get your letter, Hetty. I 
am glad you are sorry for what occurred." 

"I am sorry," said the little girl looking up 
frankly. "I am very sorry while I am here. 
But I might not be so sorry up at the Hall. The 
sorryness went away when I saw Lucy. After- 
wards it came back when Mrs. Kane came in." 

" And that is why you want to stay here? Be- 
cause Mrs. Kane makes you feel good? It is an 
excellent reason; but why can you not learn to 
be good at the Hall too? What has Mrs. Kane 
done to make you good?" 

" Oh! she loves me, for one thing," said Hetty; 
" and then she makes me pray to God. I never 
heard about God at Mrs. Eushton's; and Miss 
Davis always told me I made him angry. Mrs. 
Kane's God is so kind. I would like to make 
him fond of me." 

" You have a strange startling way of saying 
things, Hetty. You must try and be more like 
other children. Mrs. Kane's God is mine, and 
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yours, and every one's, and we must all try to 
please him. But if you like her way of speaking 
of him you can come here as often as you please 
and talk to Mrs. Kane." 

"Then I must go back to the Hall?" said 
Hetty. 

" I am sorry you look on it as a hardship, Hetty. 
Mr. Enderby and I think it will be more for your 
good than staying here." 

" I am only afraid of being bad," said Hetty 
simply. 

"Oh! come, you will say your prayers and 
learn to be a good child," said Mrs. Enderby 
cheerfully; and then she went away, having 
settled the matter. She was more than ever 
convinced that Hetty's was a curious and trouble- 
some nature; but she had not sounded the depths 
of feeling in the child, nor did she guess how 
ardently she desired to be good and worthy of 
love, how painfully she dreaded a relapse into 
the old state of pride and wilfulness which 
seemed to shut her out from the sympathies of 
others. 

After Mrs. Enderby was gone Hetty sat for a 
long time with her chin in her little hand looking 
out of the cottage door, and seeing nothing but 
her own trouble. How was she to try and be 
like other children? Could she ever learn to be 
like Phyllis, always cold and well-behaved, and 
never the least hot about anything; or could she 
grow quiet and sweet and so easUy silenced as 
Nell? How was she to hinder her tongue from 
saying out things just in the words that came to 
her? She wished she could say things differently. 
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for people so seldom seemed to understand what 
she meant. Tears began to drip down her cheeks 
as she thought of returning to her comer in the 
stately Hall, where she felt so chilled and lonely, 
of sitting no more at the snug homely hearth 
where there was always a spark of love burning 
for her. 

As she wiped her eyes a gleam of early spring 
sunshine struck. upon an old beech-tree at the 
lower end of the garden, and turned all its young 
green into gold. The glorified bough waved like 
a banner in the breeze, and seemed to bring some 
beautiful message to Hetty which she could not 
quite catch. The charm of colour fascinated her 
eye, the graceful movement had a meaning for 
her. Springing up from her despondent attitude 
she leaned from the doorway, and felt a flush of 
joy glow in her heavy little heart. The same 
thrill of delight that had enraptured her when, 
as a babe not higher than the flag leaves, she 
stretched her hands towards the yellow lilies, 
pierced her now, but with a stronger, more 
conscious joy. 

When Mrs. Kane returned she found her ready 
to take a more hopeful view of the future that 
was at hand. 

" I have got to go," she said; " and I am going. 
But I may come to you when I like. And when 
the pride gets bad I will always come." 

Mrs. Kane promised to keep Scamp for her 
own, and so Hetty could see all her friends at 
once when she visited the cottage 
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CHAPTER XIIL 

A TRICK ON THE OOVERNESS. 

If— I^WO yeara passed over Hetty's head, during 
^Kp( which she had plenty of storms and 
^J^ljf struggles, with times of pea«e coming in 
between. There were days when, but 
for Mrs. Kane's good advice, she would have run 
away to escape from her trials; and yet she had 
known some happy hours too, and had gained 
manya little victory over her temper and her pride. 
The pleasantest days had been those when Mark 
Enderby, brother of Phyllis and Nell, was at 
home for his holidays, for he always took Hetty's 

Eart, not in an uncertain way like Nell's, but 
oldly and openly, and often with the most suc- 
cessful results. He was the only boy Hetty had 
ever known, and she thought him delightful; 
though like most boys he would be a little rough 
sometimes, and would expect her to be able to do 
all that he could do, and to understand all that 
he talked about. He sometimes, indeed, got her 
into trouble; but Hetty did not grudge any little 
pain he cost her in return for the protection 
which he often so frankly afforded her. 

Not that anyone meant to be unkind to her. 
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Mr. and Mrs. Enderby continued to take a friendly 
interest in eveiything that concerned her, thougn 
strictly following their well-meant plan of not 
showing her any particular personal affection. 
" We must not bring her up in a hothouse," they 
said, " only to put her out in the cold afterwards." 
In this they thought themselves exceptionally 
wise people; and who shall say whether they 
were or not? It suited Phyllis admirably to 
follow in the footsteps of her father and mother; 
but what was merely prudence on the part of her 
elder benefactors often appeared something much 
more unamiable when practised towards Hetty by 
a girl not many years her senior. Miss Davis, who 
was a rigid disciplinarian and trusted as such by 
her employers, thought chiefly of breaking down 
the pride and temper of the child, and of bending 
her character so as to fit her for the hard life 
that was before her; a life whose difliculties and 
trials had been bitterly experienced, and not yet 
all conquered or outlived by the conscientious 
governess herself. Nellie, who was Hetty's only 
comfort in the great and, as it seemed to her, 
unfriendly house, too often showed her sympathy 
in a covert way which made Hetty feel she was 
half ashamed of her affection; and this deprived 
such tenderness of the value it would otherwise 
have had. 

Hetty, now above eleven years old, was very 
much grown and altered. Her once short curly 
hair was long, and tied back from her face with a 
plain black ribbon. Her face was singularly in- 
telligent, her voice clear and quick, her eyes often 
much too mournful for the eyes of a child, but 
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sometimes flashing with fun, as, for instance, when 
Mark engaged her in some piece of drollery. 
Then the old spirit that she used to display when 
she performed her little mimicries for Mrs. Rush- 
ton's amusement would spring up in her again, 
and she would take great delight in seeing Mark 
roll about with laughing, and hearing him declare 
that she was the j oiliest girl in the world. 

One Easter time, just two years after Hetty's 
return to the Hall, when Mark was at home for 
his holidays, he proposed to Hetty to play a trick 
on Miss Davis. Hetty's eyes danced at the 
thought of a trick of any kind. She did not 
have much fun as a rule, and Mark's tricks were 
always so funny, 

" It isn't to be a bad trick, I hope," she said, 
however. 

"Oh! no, not at all. Only to dress up and 
pretend to be people from her own part of the 
world coming to see her and to bring her news. 
We will be an old couple who know her friends, 
and are passing this way." 

" She wiU find us out." 

"No; we must come in the twilight and go 
away very soon. She will be so astounded by 
what I shall tell her that she won't think about 
us at all." 

"What will you tell her?" 

" Oh! news about her old uncle. She has a rich 
uncle and she expects to be his heiress. Some- 
body told me of it. I will tell her he is married, 
and you will see what a state she will be in." 

"I don't believe Miss Davis wants anybody's 
money," said Hetty; "she works hard for herself, 
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and I think she supports her mother. I shall 
have to work some day as she does, and I mean 
to copy her. Only I shall have no mother to 
support," said Hetty, swallowing a little sigh be- 
cause Mark could not bear her to be sentimental. 

" Oh ! well, we shall have some fun at all events," 
said Mark; "and don*t you go spoiling it, proving 
that Miss Davis is a saint." 

"Where can we get clothes to dress up in?" 
asked Hetty. 

" Farmer Dawson's son is going to bring them 
to me, and you will find yours in your room just 
at dusk. Hurry them on fast and I shall be 
waiting in the passage." 

That evening two rather puny figures of an 
old man and woman were shown up into the 
school-room where Miss Davis was sitting alone, 
looking into the fire and thinking of her distant 
home. Hetty was supposed to be arranging her 
wardrobe in her own room, and the other girls 
were with their mother. The governess was en- 
joying the treat of an hour of leisure alone, when 
she was informed that Mr. and Mrs. Crawford 
from Oldtown, Sheepshire, wished to see her. 

" Show them up," said Miss Davis, and waited 
in surprised expectation. "Who are they?" she 
thought; " I do not know the name. But any one 
from dear Sheepshire — ah, what a strange-looking 
pair!" 

They were odd-looking indeed. Mark was tall 
enough to dress up as a man, and he wore a rough 
greatcoat, and a white wig, and spectacles. Hetty 
had little gray curls, and gray eyebrows under 
a deep bonnet, and was wrapped in a cloak with 
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many capes. In the uncertain light their disguise 
was complete. 

" I have not the pleasure — " began Miss Davis. 

"No, you don't know us," said Mark, "but 
your friends do, and we know all about you. 
We were passing this way and have brought you 
a message from your mother." 

" Indeed!" said Miss Davis, and her heart sank. 
A letter she had been expecting all the week had 
not arrived. Her mother was sick and poor. 
What dreadful thing had happened at home? 

"Oh, she is not worse than usual," put in Hetty, 
in the shrill piping tone which she chose to give 
to Mrs. Crawford. " Don't be alarmed." 

Miss Davis did not easily recover from her first 
shock of alarm. She remained quite pale, and 
Hetty wondered to see so much feeling in a 
person whom she had often thought to be almost 
a mere teaching-machine. 

"The news is about your uncle," went on 
Mark. " Perhaps you have not heard that he is 
married." 

"No, I had not heard," murmured Miss Davis; 
and she looked as if this indeed was a terrible 
blow to her. Hetty was immediately annoyed 
at her and disappointed in her. Was Mark right 
in his estimate of her character? Hetty had 
thought her a wonder of high-mindedness and 
independence of spirit, if very formal and cold. 
Was she now going to be proved mercenary and 
mean? 

"Your mother did not write to you about it, 
fearing it would be a disappointment to you." 

" My uncle has a right to do as he pleases," said 
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Miss Davis, "and I hope he will be happy;" but 
her lips were trembling and she looked pained 
and anxious. " I thank you very much for your 
trouble in coming to tell me. I daresay my 
mother will write immediately." 

Now Mark was not satisfied with the result of 
his trick. He had hoped that Miss Davis would 
have got very angry, and have said some amusing 
things. Her quiet dignity disappointed him, and 
with an impulse of wild boyish mischief he re- 
solved to try if he could not startle her. 

" I am sorry to say I have not told you every- 
thing," he blurted out suddenly. " I ought to 
Erepare you for the worst, but I don't know 
ow." 

" Speak, 1 beg of you," faltered Miss Davis. 

"Your uncle is dead, and has left all his 
fortune, every penny, to his wife." 

A look came over Miss Davis's face which 
the children could not understand. 

" My brother!" she said, " can you tell me what 
has become of my little brother?" 

" Run away," said Mark, who had not known 
till this moment that she had a brother. 

Miss Davis gasped and leaned her face forward 
on the table. The next moment they saw her 
slip away off her chair to the floor. She had 
fainted. 

Mark was greatly alarmed, and struck with 
sudden remorse. Hetty sprang up crying, " Oh, 
Mark, how could you?" 

" What are we to do?" said Mark in despair. 

" Here," said Hetty, "take away all this rubbish 
of clothes, and hide them." And she pulled off 
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her disguise and flew to raise Miss Davis from 
the floor. 

"No, lay her flat," said Mark; "and here is 
some water, dash it on her well. I will come 
back in a few moments." 

He cast off" his own disguise and vanished with 
his arms full of the articles he and Hetty had 
worn. When he returned he found Miss Davis 
beginning to breathe again, and Hetty crying 
over her. 

" Oh! Mark, I will never play a trick again as 
long as I live," whispered Hetty; " we were near 
killing her. How could we dare to meddle with 
her affairs ?'' 

"How was I to know she had a brother?" 
grumbled Mark under his breath. "And what 
has he to do with the joke of her uncle's marry- 
ing?" 

" And dying?" said Hetty. " But that's just it, 
you see, we don't know anything about it." 

" Children," murmured Miss Davis, " what has 
happened to me? Give me your hands, Mark, 
and help me to rise." 

They raised her up and laid her on the sofa. 

"What was the matter?" repeated Miss Davis, 
seeing the tears flowing down Hetty's cheeks. 

"Oh! two nasty old people came to see you and 
frightened you," said Mark, "and then they 
walked off, and Hetty and I found you on the 
floor." 

Hetty gave Mark a reproachful look, coloured 
deeply, and hung her head. Mark cast a warning 
glance at her over Miss Davis's shoulder. He 
did not want to be discovered. 
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"Oh! I remember," moaned Miss Davis. " My 
poor mother!" 

Mark could not bear the unhappy tone of her 
voice, and turned and fled out of the room. 

" Don't believe any news those people brought 
you. Miss Davis," said Hetty. " I am sure they 
were impostors." 

She was longing to say, "Mark and I played 
a trick for fun," but did not dare until she had 
first spoken to Mark. 

"Why do you think so? Hetty, is it possible 
you are crying for me? I did not think you 
cared so much about me, my dear." 

" I am sorry, I am sorry," cried Hetty, bursting 
into a fresh fit of crying; "I did not know you 
had a little brother. Miss Davis." 

"I have, Hetty; next to my mother he is the 
dearest care of my life. I could not have told you 
this only for your tears. My mother and I are 
very poor, Hetty, and my uncle had lately taken 
my boy and promised to put him forward in the 
world. He is rather a wilful lad, my poor 
darling, and is very delicate besides. Now, it 
seems, by my uncle's marriage and death he has 
lost all the prospect he had in life. And worst 
of all he has run away. And my mother is so ill. 
It wiU kiU her." 

Miss Davis bowed her pale worn face on her 
hands, and Hetty, young as she was, seemed to 
feel the whole meaning of this poor woman's life, 
her struggles to help others, her unselfish anxi- 
eties, her love of her mother and brother hidden 
away under a quiet, grave exterior. What a 
brave part she was playing in life, in spite of 
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her prim looks and methodical ways. Hetty was 
completely carried away by the sight of her 
suffering, and could no longer contain her secret. 
She forgot Mark's warning looks, and his sove- 
reign contempt, always freely expressed, for those 
who would "tell;" and she said in a low eager 
voice: 

"Oh, Miss Davis, I must tell the truth. It 
was all a trick of me and Mark. He made it up 
out of his head, without really knowing anything 
about your people. Only for fun, you know." 

" What do you mean, Hetty?" 

" We were the old man and woman, Mr. and 
Mrs. Crawford. Indeed we were, and there are 
no such people. And your uncle is neither 
married nor dead. And your brother has not 
run away. And your mother will be all right; 
and do not grieve any more, dear Miss Davis." 

Hetty put her arms round the governess's neck 
as she spoke, and laughed and sobbed together. 
Miss Davis seemed quite stunned with the revela- 
tion. 

"Are you sure you are not dreaming, Hetty? 
I want a few moments to think it all over. 
None of these dreadful things have really hap- 
pened! Well, my dear, I must first thank God." 

" Oh, Miss Davis, I wish you would beat me." 

" No, dear, I won't beat you. Only don't an- 
other time think it good fun to cut a poor gover- 
ness to the heart. Perhaps you thought I had 
not much feeling in me." 

" Not very much," said Hetty " I knew you 
were very good, and strong, and wise, and learned; 
but I did not know you could love people." 

(196) I 
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"You know it now. For the future do not 
think that because people are colder in their 
manner than you are they are therefore heartless. 
Persons who lead the life that I lead, have to 
keep many feelings shut up within themselves, 
and to accustom themselves to do without sym- 
pathy." 

Hetty pondered over these words. She wanted 
to say that she thought it would do quite as well 
to show more feeling, and look for a little more 
sympathy. She was now sure that she could 
always have loved Miss Davis, had she only 
known her from the first to be so warm-hearted 
and so truly affectionate. But she did not 
know how to express herself and remained 
silent. 

" Miss Davis," she said presently; " must gover- 
nesses always keep their hearts shut up, and try 
to look as if they loved nobody? You know I 
am going to be a governess some day, and that is 
why I ask." 

Miss Davis was startled. " Do I look as if I 
loved nobody?" she asked 

"A little," said Hetty. 

" Then I must be wrong. It cannot be good 
to look as if one loved nobody. At the same 
time it is very necessary to curb all one's feelings. 
Phyllis, for instance, would not respect me if she 
thought me what she would call sentimental. 
And even Nell would perhaps smile at me as a 
simpleton if she saw me looking for particular 
affection. Even you, Hetty — ^you who think so 
much about love!— could I manage you at all if 
I did not know how to look stern?" 
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"You could," said Hetty; "you could manage 
me better by smiling at me; just try, Miss Davis. 
But oh, I forgot; I have got to be a governess 
too, and perhaps I had better be hardened up." 

Miss Davis was silent, thinking over Hetty's 
words. That this ardent child found her " har- 
dened up" was an unpleasant surprise to her; 
but she was not above taking a hint even from 
one so young and faulty as Hetty. She would 
try to be warmer, brighter with this girl. And 
then she reflected sadly on the prospect before 
Hetty. With a nature like hers, how would she 
ever become sufficiently disciplined to be fit for 
the life of toil and self -repression that lay before 
her? 

The next day Hetty looked out anxiously for 
an opportunity of speaking privately to Mark. 

" I have something to say to you, Mark," she 
said; "I had to tell Miss Davis that we played 
the trick." 

"You had to tell her!" said Mark scornfully; 
" well, if ever I trust a tell-tale of a girl again. 
You are just as sneaky as Nell after all." 

" Nell is not sneaky; and you ought not to call 
me a tell-tale. You ran away and left me with 
all Miss Davis's trouble on my shoulders. I didn't 
want to tell; but it was better than having her 
suffer so dreadfully." 

"Oh, very well. You can make a friend of 
her. Go away and sit up prim like Phyllis. 
You shall have no more fun with me, I can tell 
you." 

A lump came in Hetty's throat. She knew 
Mark was in the wrong, and was very unkind 
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besides; but still he had so often been good to her 
that she oonld not bear to quarrel with him. 

" I am very sorry," she said ; " but I don't think 
yon need be afraid that Miss Davis will complain 
to anyone about us." 

This made Mark more angry; for he did not 
like to hear the word *^ afraid " applied to himself; 
and yet his chief uneasiness had been lest the 
occurrence of last evening should come to the ears 
of his father, who had a great dislike for practical 
jokes. 

''Afraid? I am not afraid of anything, you 
little duffer. She can tell all about it to the 
whole house if she likes," he said, and turning on 
his heel went off whistling. 

Hetty was right in the guess she had made 
regarding Miss Davis, who did not say a word to 
anyone about the trick that had been played on 
her. She was too thankful to know that she 
had suffered from a false alarm, that her beloved 
brother was safe under the protection of the 
uncle who had promised to befriend him, and that 
her dear mother was spared the terrible anxiety 
that had seemed to have overtaken her; she was 
much too glad thinking of all this to feel disposed 
to be angry with anyone. Besides, this accident 
had brought to light a side of Hetty's character 
which she had hardly got a gUmpse of before. 
The child had evinced a warmth of feeling towards 
herself which neither of her other two pupils had 
ever shown her, and this in forgetfulness of the 
somewhat hard demeanour with which she had 
been hitherto treated. The little girl was, it ap- 
peared, capable of knowing that certain things 
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she did not like were yet for her good, and of 
respecting the persons who were to her rather a 
stem providence. Her extreme sorrow for giving 

Eain was also to be noted, and the fact that she 
ad realized the work that was before her in life. 
All these things sank deeply into Miss Davis's 
mind, and made her feel far more interested in 
Hetty than she had ever felt before. 

But Hetty did not know anything of all this. 
She saw Miss Davis precise and cold-looking as 
ever, going through the day's routine as if the 
events of that memorable evening had never hap- 
pened; and she thought that everything was just 
as it had been before, except that Mark had 
quarrelled with her and would scarcely speak to 
her. She felt this a heavy trial, and only for 
occasional visits to Mrs. Kane and Scamp would 
have found it harder than she could bear. 




CHAPTER XIV. 



HETTYS CONSTANCY. 



" g^r HOPE Hetty is getting on better in thu 
|/^|Pt Bchool-room now," said Mrs. Enderby to 
*'f^ Phyllis one day; "I have not heard any 

complaints for some time." 
"I think ahe is doing pretty well, mother; at 
least she behaves better to Miss Davis. As for 
me, I have very little to do with her. I notice, 
however, that she has quarrelled with Mark. He 
and ahe used to be great friends, because she is 
such a romp and ready for any rough play. But 
now he does not apeak to her," 

" That doea not matter much," said Mrs. Ender- 
by smiling; "she will be better with Miss Davis 
and you. You must continue to take an interest 
in the poor child, dear Phyllis. I wish she gave 
aa little trouble as you do. ' 

Phyllis was one of those girls for whom mothere 
ought to be more uneasy than for the wilder and 
naughtier children who cause them perpetual 
annoyance. She was so proper in all her ways, 
and so well-behaved aa never to seem in fault. 
Her reasons for everyihing she said and did were 
so ready and so plausible, that it required a rather 
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clever and far-seeing person to detect the deep- 
rooted pride and self-complacency that lay be- 
neath them. To manage all things quietly her 
own way, to be accounted wise and good, and 
greatly superior to ordinary girls of her age, was 
as the breath of life to Phyllis. To have to stand 
morally or actually in the corner with other 
naughty children was a humiliation she had un- 
fortunately never experienced, but was one which 
would have done her a world of good. All those 
early storms of remorse, repentance, compunction, 
which do so much to prepare the ground for a 
growth of virtue in children's hearts, were an un- 
known experience to her. She believed in her- 
self, and she expected others, young and old, to 
believe in her. Such characters, if not discovered 
and humbled in time, are likely to have a terrible 
future, and to grow up the unconscious enemies 
of their own happiness and that of the people 
who live around them. 

Mark kept up his indignation towards Hetty 
for a week. He did not grieve over the quarrel 
as she did, but he missed her sadly in his games. 
However, an accident soon occurred which made 
them friends again. 

Mark had had a piece of land given to him 
in a retired part of the grounds, and he was full 
of the project of making a garden of his own, 
according to his own particular fancy. His father 
was pleased to allow him to do this, being glad 
of anything that would occupy the restless lad 
while at home for his holidays. 

" I will draw all the beds geometrically myself," 
said Mark, "and make it quite different from 
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anything you have ever seen. And then I will 
build a tea-house all of fir, and line it with cones, 
and it will have a delightful perfume." 

Then he said to himself that if Hetty had not 
turned out so badly he would have asked her to 
make tea very often in his nice house among his 
flowers. But, of course, he could not ask a tell- 
tale duffer of a girl to do anything for him. 

He set to work to plan his beds, and one after- 
noon was busy marking off spaces with wooden 
pegs and a long line of cord. After working 
some time he came to the end of his pegs, and was 
annoyed to find that he had not enough to finish 
the particular figure he was planning. He did 
not like to drop his line to go for more pegs, as 
he feared his work was not secure enough, and 
would fall astray if the string was not held taut 
till the end should be properly secured. 

Just as he looked around impatiently, not 
knowing what to do, he saw Hetty coming along 
the path above him, walking slowly and reading. 
She was very often reduced to the necessity of 
taking a story-book as companion of her leisure 
hours, now that Mark would have nothing to do 
with her. This afternoon Phyllis and Nell were 
out driving with their mother, and Miss Davis 
had seized the opportunity to write letters. 
Hetty was therefore thrown on her own resources 
and was roaming about with a book. She would 
have rushed away to Mrs. Kane's at once, but she 
knew that this was John Kane's dinner hour. But 
half an hour hence she would set off for the 
villaore, and have a nice lonoj chat with her foster- 
mother. 
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Hetty descended the winding path with her 
eyes on her book, and before she saw him, nearly 
stumbled against Mark. 

"Do you mean to walk over a fellow?" said 
Mark in an aggrieved tone. 

"Oh, Mark, I beg your pardon. I did not 
know you were here. Now," she added, looking 
round wistfully, " if you wouldn't be cross with 
me what a nice time we could have working at 
your garden together." 

"If you weren't disagreeable, I suppose you 
mean. Well, yes, we could. But you see we're 
not friends." 

"And you won't, won't be?" said Hetty anx- 
iously. 

"Well, look here, if you hold this string for 
me a bit I'll think about it. My pegs are shaky 
until the string is fastened up tight, and I can't 
drop it, and I must go to the stable-yard for 
some more pegs. If you hold this string till I 
come back, perhaps I will forgive you." 

" Oh yes, 1 will hold it," said Hetty; and down 
went her book on the grass, and she took the cord 
and held it as Mark directed. 

" Be sure to keep steady till I come back," he 
said; "and you mustn't mind if I am kept a little 
while. I may have to look for Jack, who has 
the key of the storehouse where the pegs are 
kept." 

And off he went. 

When he got to the stable-yard he met a groom 
who was coming to look for him, saying that his 
father wanted him to go out riding. Mr. Enderby 
was already in the saddle, and Mark's pony was 
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waiting beside him at the door. Mark, who 
loved a ride, especially in company with his 
father, at once vaulted on the pony's back and 
was soon trotting out of the gates, laughing and 
chatting with his papa. He had completely for- 
gotten Hetty, and the pegs, and the cord that had 
to be held taut till he should come back. 

In the meantime Hetty was standing just 
where he had left her, looking in the direction 
from which he was to return. A quarter of an 
hour passed, and her finger and thumb, which 
held the string exactly as Mark had directed, 
were a little stiff. Another quarter passed, and 
lest the cord should relax she changed it from 
one hand to the other. 

" Jack must have gone out," she thought, " and 
Mark is waiting for him. I wish he would come 
back, for I do want to see Mrs. Kane." 

However, another quarter passed and Mark 
did not appear. Hetty was very cold, for it was 
damp wintry weather with a sharp wind, and one 
gets chilly standing perfectly still so long in the 
open air. She felt tempted to put down the 
string and go to look for Mark, but on reflection 
thought it would be disloyal to do so. He should 
not be disappointed in her again. Something 
extraordinary had happened to keep him away, 
but he should find her at her post when he came 
back. Then he would be sure to forgive her, and 
she should be happy again. 

Another half -hour passed and her toes were 
half-frozen, and her fingers and her little nose 
pinched and red. She wished she had put on her 
gloves before she took the cord in her hands. 
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Now she could not drop it to put them on. The 
jacket she wore was not a very warm one. Oh, 
why did not Mark come back? It occurred to 
her that perhaps he might be playing a trick to 
punish her; but she could not believe he would 
be so cruel. Should she drop the string at last, 
and tell him afterwards that she had held it as 
long as she could endure the cold ? No, she would 
go on holding it. He should see that she could 
bear something for his sake. 

Hetty had been about an hour shivering at her 
post when Mark, riding gaily along the road 
many miles from home, suddenly remembered 
Hetty and the cord. He felt greatly startled and 
shocked at his carelessness. "I ought to have 
sent Jack with the pegs to finish the work, and 
to tell her I was going to ride," he reflected; 
" but it can't be helped now. She will never be 
such a goose as to stay there long." And he felt 
more sorry thinking of how the string would be 
lying slack until his return than for treating 
Hetty so inconsiderately. Trying to put the 
whole thing out of his head he began to chatter 
to his father about something that had happened 
at school, and thought no more about the matter 
till he had returned home an hour later. 

Then he sprang from his pony and ran off to 
his garden to see if he could tighten up the string 
before it became quite dark night. Could he 
believe his eyes? There was Hetty holding the 
string as he had left her. 

"Do you mean to say you have been there 
ever since?" he said in utter amazement. 

"Yes," said Hetty, trying to keep her teeth 
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from chattering. " You told me not to mind if 
you were kept a while. And I did not mind." 

" But do you know that I have been two hours 
away, and have had a long ride with father?" 
said Mark. 

"It seemed a long time," said Hetty; "but I 
did not know what you were doing. I promised 
to stay and I stayed." 

"Well, you were a precious goose," he said, 
taking the string out of her hand. " Nobody 
but a stupid of a girl would do such a thing." 

Hetty said nothing, but slapped her hands 
together, and tried to keep the tears of disap- 
pointment from coming into her eyes. 

" Here, hold the string a moment longer while 
I put this peg properly into the groiuid. Can't 
you catch it tight? Oh, your fingers are stiiF. 
There, that will do for to-night. Now, come 
home and get warm agam." 

They walked up to the house together. Hetty 
was too cold, and tired, and hurt to speak again, 
and Mark was too much annoyed at his own 
carelessness, and what he called Hetty's stupidity, 
to be able to thank her, and ofier to make 
friends with her. Hetty went up to her own 
room to take off her things, and when she came 
down to the school-room she found that the tea 
was over and she was in disgrace for staying out 
so long. Phyllis cast a disapproving glance at 
her as she entered. Punctuality was one of 
Phyllis's virtues. Miss Davis rebuked Hetty for 
staying out alone so late. 

" I must tell Mrs. Kane," she said, " not to keep 
you so late when you go to see her." 
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Then Hetty was obliged to say that she had 
not been to see Mrs. Kane. 

" Where, then, can you have been for two hours 
all alone?" 

"I was all the time in the grounds," said 
Hetty. 

She had made up her mind that she would 
not "tell" this time of Mark, and the consciousness 
that she was in an awkward position made her 
colour up and look as if guilty of some fault she 
did not wish to own. Phyllis looked at her 
narrowly and glanced at Miss Davis, who had a 
pained expression on her face, but who said 
nothing more at the time, being willing to screen 
Hetty if she could. 

"Hetty, I am sure you have got cold," said 
Nell after some time; "you are all shivery- 
shuddery." 

" My head is aching," said Hetty; " I don't feel 
well." 

" I suppose you were sitting all the time read- 
ing a story-book," said Phyllis, " that would give 
you cold in weather like this." 

" No, I was not reading, at least not long," said 
Hetty. 

"But were you sitting?" 

" No." 

"Walking?" 

" No, not much." 

"My dear, you must not cross -question like 
that," said Miss Davis. "Perhaps Hetty will 
tell me by and by what she was doing." 

A frown gathered on Phyllis's fair brows and 
she turned coldly to her lesson book which she 
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was studying for the next day. She could not 
bear even so slight a rebuke as this, but she 
knew how to reserve the expression of her dis- 
pleasure to a fitting time. She herself believed 
that she bore an undeserved reproof with dignity, 
but some day in the future the governess would 
be made to suffer some petty annoyance or dis- 
appointment in atonement for her misconduct in 
finding fault with her pattern pupiL Hetty 
raised her eyes with a thankful glance at Miss 
Davis, who saw that they were full of teara. A 
sudden warmth kindled in Miss Davis's heart as 
she saw that Hetty trusted in her forbearance, 
and she said presently: 

" I think you had better go to bed now, Hetty. 
You look unwell; and bed is the best place for a 
cold." 

" May I go with her, and see that she is covered 
up warm?" said NelL 

•* Yes," said Miss Davis, " certainly." And the 
two little girls left the room together, Hetty 
squeezing NeU's hand in gratitude for her kind- 
ness. 

When they got up to Hetty's room Nell's 
curiosity could no longer restrain itself. 

" Oh, Hetty," she said, " will you tell me what 
you were doing? I can see it is a great secret. 
And I won't tell anybody." 

*^ Neither will I," said Hetty laughing; "but I 
was not hurting anyone, nor breaking the laws." 

"Now, you are making fun of me," said Nell; 
" it is too bad not to tell me. And Phyllis will 
be cool with me to-night for running after you." 

"Then why did you not stay in the school- 
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room?" said Hetty sadly. " I don't want to make 
coolness between you and Phyllis." 

" I shouldn't mind Phyllis if you would let me 
have a secret with you. It is so nice to have a 
secret, and it is so hard to get one. Everybody 
knows all about everything." 

"I don't agree with you; I hate secrets," said 
Hetty. " This is not much of one, I think, but it 
is somebody else's affair, and I will not tell it." 

Having wrung so much as this from Hetty, 
Nell grew wildly excited over the matter, and 
was so annoyed at not having her curiosity 
gratified that she went away out of the room in 
a hurry without having seen whether Hetty was 
warm enough or not. On her return to the 
school-room she announced that Hetty could not 
tell anything about how she had passed the 
afternoon, because it was somebody else's secret. 

" Perhaps she has been bringing some village 
girl or boy into the grounds," said Phyllis quietly. 

" I will talk to her myself about this," said 
Miss Davis; "pray attend to your studies." 

Miss Davis on reflection thought Phyllis might 
be right, and that having made acquaintance with 
some young companion in Mrs. Kane's cottage, 
Hetty might have been induced to admit her or 
him to the grounds so as to give pleasure. She 
knew how strongly the child was influenced by 
her likings and lovings, and feared that this might 
be the case of Scamp over again, with the impor- 
tant difference that Hetty was now a girl in her 
twelfth year, and that her new favourite might 
prove to be a human being instead of a dog. 

The next day Hetty was seriously ilL She 
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had caught a severe cold and lay tossing 
feverishly in her bed. Miss Davis came up to 
see her in the afternoon and sat at her bedside 
for half an hour. 

" Hetty," she said, " I fear you must have been 
very foolish yesterday, and that your cold is the 
consequence. Now that we are alone I expect 
you mil tell me exactly all that you did." 

" I can't indeed, Miss Davis." 

" You disappoint me exceedingly. I had been 
thinking so much better of you; I conclude you 
were not alone yesterday." 

" Not all the time, but most of it." 

"Who was with you when you were not alone?" 

Hetty hesitated, and then said, " Mark." 

" But Mark was out riding with his father." 

" Yes." 

" And you were alone all that time." 

" Yes." 

"And yet there is something behind that you 
will not tell. Hetty, I always thought you frank 
till now. Why are you making a mystery?" 

" I can't tell you. Miss Davis; I was not doing 
any harm." 

" How am I to believe that?" said Miss Davis. 

"Oh, my head!" moaned Hetty, as the pain 
seemed crushing it. She thought that if she 
were to die for it she would not tell that Mark 
had treated her badly. 

Miss Davis went away hurt and displeased, 
and Hetty was very much alone for several days, 
being too ill to leave her room, and too deeply in 
disgrace to be petted by anyone. She was very 
unhappy, and lay wondering how it was that 
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with a strong desire to do right she seemed 
always going wrong. If she had dropped the 
string, gone away to see Mrs. Kane as she had 
been longing to do, and returned in good time to 
the school-room to tea, Mark would perhaps have 
been better pleased with her than he actually 
was. He had not guessed that she had meant to 
please him, to make up for telling Miss Davis 
that they two had played her a trick. He did not 
ask about her now she was ill, nor notice that she 
was keeping silence and allowing herself to be mis- 
understood in order that he might not be blamed. 
If all were told he could not be much blamed, it 
was true, for what was a mere piece of forgetful- 
ness. But that carelessness of his was a fault of 
which his father was very impatient, and which 
always brought on him a severe reprimand. 

" And I will not tell this time," said Hetty to 
herself as her eyes feverishly danced after the 
spots on the wall-paper. " When I told before, it 
was to save Miss Davis from sufiering, this time 
there is nobody to suffer but myself." 

In the meantime Mark was spending a few 
days with a school-fellow at a distance of some 
miles, and had gone away without hearing about 
Hetty's illness. As soon as he returned home he 
missed her, and learned that she was shut up in 
her room. 

He immediately went to inquire for her, and 
met Miss Davis on the stairs. 

" Fm sure I don't wonder she got a cold," he 
said, " but I never meant her to do it/ 

"To do what?" asked Miss Da via 

"Why, did she not tell you?" 

(190) K. 
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"I have not been able to get her to tell me 
what she was about that day for two hours alone 
in the grounds. She has not behaved well, I am 
sorry to say; she has been in disgrace as well as 
ilL" 

" Then it was a joUy shame!" burst forth Mark. 
" I left her to hold a string for me, and I forgot 
all about her, and went away to ride. And she 
stood holding the string for two hours in the 
cold. And I called her a duffer for not running 
away and letting all my pegs go crooked in the 
ground. Oh, I say Miss Davis, it makes a fellow 
feel awfully ashamed of hiniself." 

"So it ought," said Miss Davis, who now 
understood the whole thing. "She would not 
tell for fear of getting you blamed." 

" And I called her a tell-tale before," said Mark, 
" because she told you about the trick. I've been 
punishing her for weeks about that. Miss Davis, 
can't I go in and see her and beg her pardon?" 

" Certainly," said Miss Davis; " she is sitting at 
the fire, and her eyes are red with crying. 
Come in with me and we will try to make her 
happy again." 

"Why, Hetty, you do look miserable!" cried 
Mark, coming into the room and looking ruefully 
at her pale cheeks and the black shadows round 
her eyes. "And to think of you never telling 
after all I made you sufler!" 

" I wanted to show you that I am not a tell- 
tale, Mark; but oh, I am so glad you have come. 
I thought you were never going to be friends 
with me again." 

"I was away four days," said Mark; "and of 
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course I thought you knew. But Hetty, you are 
a jolly queer girl I can tell you, and I can't half 
understand you. Think of anyone standing two 
hours to be pierced through and through with 
cold, rather than drop a fellow's string and run 
away!" 

Hetty looked at him wistfully, recognizing the 
truth that he never could understand the sort of 
feeling that led her into making, as he considered, 
such a fool of herself. Miss Davis gazed at her 
kindly and pityingly, thinking of how many 
hard blows she would get in the future, in return 
for acts like that which had so puzzled Mark. 
And she resolved that another time she would 
be slow in blaming any eccentric conduct in Hetty, 
and would wait till she could get at the motive 
which inspired it. 






^ 



CHAPTER XV. 



THE CHILDREN S DANCE. 




NE day during these Christmas holidays 
a lady came to visit at Wavertree Hall, 
bringing her two little giris. Phyllis 
and Nell had gone with Miss Davis to 
see some other young friends in the neighbour- 
hood, and Hetty, who was spending one of her 
lonely afternoons in the school-room with her 
books and work, was sent for to take the little 
visitors for a walk in the grounds, while their 
mother had tea with Mrs. Enderby. 

Hetty was pleased at being wanted, and soon 
felt at home with the strange little girls, who at 
once took a great fancy to her. Seeing she could 
give pleasure her spirits rose high, and she became 
exceedingly merry, and said some very amusing 
things. 

" 1 think," said Edith, the elder of the young 
visitors, "that you must be the girl who told 
such funny stories one evening when mamma 
dined here. She said it was as good as going to 
the theatre." 

" That was a long time ago," said Hetty; " I am 
not i'unny now. At least, very seldom.'* 
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"I think you are funny to-day," said Grace, 
the second sister; " I wish you would come to our 
house and act for us, as you did then." 

" I don't go to houses," said Hetty, shaking her 
head; "I belonged to Mrs. Rushton then, and she 
meant me to be a lady. But now she is dead, 
and it is settled that I am not to be a lady when 
I am grown up. 1 am only to be a governess, 
and work for myself." 

"But governesses are ladies," said Edith; "a 
dear friend of ours is a governess, and there never 
was a nicer lady." 

" Oh, I know," said Hetty; " Miss Davis is quite 
the same. But I mean, I am not to be the kind 
of lady that goes out to parties." 

" Well, I will try and get you leave to come to 
our party," said Edith. " We are going to have 
one before the holidays are over." 

" I don't think you will get leave from Mrs. En- 
derby," said Hetty ; " and then I have no frock." 

" They must get you a frock somewhere," said 
Grace; " I could send you one of mine." 

"That would give offence, I am sure," said 
Hetty smiling. " It is not for the trouble of get- 
ting the frock that Mrs. Enderby would keep me 
from going. She does not wish me to get accus- 
tomed to such things." 

"Then she is horrid," cried Edith; "making 
you just like Cinderella." 

" No, no," said Hetty, " you must not say that. 
Cinderella was a daughter of the house, and I am 
nobody's child. That is what the village people 
say. And only think if they had sent me to a 
charity school!" 
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Edith and Grax5e gazed at her gravely. Hetty- 
stood with her hands behind her back looking 
them in the eyes as she stated her own case. 

"And you have nobody belonging to you, reaUy, 
in the whole world?" said Edith. 

"Nobody," said Hetty, "and nothing. At 
least nothing but a tiny linen chemise." 

" Did you drop down out of the clouds in that?" 
asked Grace with widening eyes. 

"No," said Hetty laughing; "but I came out 
of the sea in it. I was washed up as a baby on 
the Long Sands. There were great storms at the 
time and a great many shipwrecks. And nobody 
ever asked about me. They must have been all 
drowned. John Kane, one of Mr. Enderby's 
carters, picked me up. So you see I am not the 
kind of girl to be going out to parties." 

" You will have to be very learned if you are 
going to be a governess," said Grace ; " I suppose 
you are always studying." 

" I work pretty hard at my books," said Hetty; 
"but I am not clever. And how I am ever to 
be as well informed as Miss Davis I don't 
know. Some things I remember quite well, 
and other things I am always forgetting. I am 
sure if I ever get any pupils they will laugh 
at me. I wish I could live in a little cottage 
in the fields, and work in a garden and sell my 
flowers." 

"I should always come and buy from you," 
said Grace; "what kind of flowers would you 
keep?" 

"Oh, roses," said Hetty; "roses and violets. 
When I was in London I saw people selling them 
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in the streets. I would send them to London 
and get money back." 

" I think I will come and live with you," said 
Grace eagerly. 

"Grace, don't be a goose," said Edith; "Hetty 
has not got a cottage, and she is going to be a 
governess." 

"Yes," sighed Hetty; "but I shall never re- 
member my dates." 

A few days after this conversation occurred, 
an invitation to a children's party came from 
Edith and Grace to all the children at Wavertree 
Hall, including Hetty Gray. Mrs. Enderby did 
not wish Hetty to know that she had been in- 
vited, but Nell whispered the news to her. 

" Mamma and Phyllis think you ought not to 
go," said Nell; "but Mark and I intend to fight 
for you. Mark says he was so nasty to you 
lately that he wants to make up." 

Hetty s eyes sparkled at the idea of having 
this pleasant variety. 

" I shall never be allowed to go," she said. 

" Oh, if it is only a frock, you can have one of 
mine," said Nell; "I got a new one for the last 
party, and my one before is not so bad." 

"It isn't the frock, I am sure," said Hetty; "it 
is because I am not to be a lady. At least," she 
added, remembering Edith's rebuke, "I am not 
to be a party-lady, not a dancing-and-dressing- 
lady. I am only to be a book-lady, a pen- 
wiper-lady, a needle-and-thread-lady, you know, 
Nell." 

"Oh, Hetty! a penwiper-lady!" 

"Yes, haven't you seen them at bazaars?" said 
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Hetty, screwing up her little nose to keep from 
laughing. 

" I never know whether you are in earnest when 
you begin like that," said Nell pouting; " I sup- 
pose you don't want to come with us." 

However, when Hetty heard that she had 
really got leave to go "for this once, because 
Edith and Grace had made such a point of it," 
there was no mistake about her gladness to join 
in the fun. 

"How will you ever keep me at home after 
this?" she saia, as Phyllis and Nell stood sur- 
veying her dressed in one of their cast-off frocks, 
of a rose-coloured tint which suited her brunette 
complexion. " I shall be getting into your pockets 
the next time, and tumbling out in the ball-room 
with your pocket-handkerchief." 

" No one wants to keep vou at home, except 
for your own good," said Phyllis with an air of 
wisdom. 

"Never mind, Phyllis, it won't be into your 
pocket that I shall creep," said Hetty gaily. 

Phyllis did not feel like herself that evening, 
and was dissatisfied about she knew not what. 
She could not admit to herself that she was dis- 
pleased because another was to enjoy a treat, 
even though she thought she had a right to her 
belief that it would have been better if Hetty 
had been made to stay at home. " Of course, as 
mother consents it is all right," she had said; but 
still she did not feel as much enjoyment as usual in 
dressing for the ball. Half suspecting the cause 
of this, and willing to restore ner good opinion 
of her own virtue, she brought a pretty fan to 
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Hetty and offered to lend it to her. Hetty took 
it with a look and exclamation of thanks; but 
Phyllis thought she hardly expressed her gratitude 
with sufficient humbleness. However, Phyllis 
had now soothed away that faint doubt in her 
own mind as to her own kindness and generosity, 
and took no further notice of her unwelcome 
companion. 

Arrived at the ball Hetty was warmly received 
by Edith and Grace, and was soon in a whirl of 
delightful excitement. She had " as many part- 
ners as she could use," as a tiny girl once ex- 
pressed it, and she was not, like Cinderella, 
afraid that her frock would turn to rags, or 
anxious to run home before the other dancers. 
Everybody was very kind to her, and if anyone 
said, " That is the little girl whom Mr. Enderby is 
bringing up for charity," Hetty did not hear it, 
and so did not care. 

"Oh, Hetty, you do look so nice!" said Nell 
dancing up to her. "A gentleman over there 
asked me if you were my sister. And I did not 
tell him you were going to be a governess." 

" You might have told him," said Hetty. " I 
don't care. I have been speaking to such a nice 
governess. She is here in care of some little 
children. I think she is the prettiest lady in the 
room; and she looks quite happy. I wish I could 
turn out something like her. Only I shall never 
remember the dates." 

Hetty sighed, and the next minute was whirled 
away into the dance again. 

Now Phyllis had told herself over and over 
again in the course of the evening that she was 
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very pleased poor Hetty should be enjoying the 

Eleasure of this party, always adding a reflection, 
owever, that she hoped she might not be spoiled 
by so foolish an indulgence. "If I were going 
to be a governess," thought she, " I should try to 
fit myself for the position. Of course it is f ather s 
and mother's affair, but when one has a little 
brains one can't help thinking. I believe if I 
were in mothers position I should be wiser; but 
then, of course, I cannot have any things or 
people to manage till I am grown up. It is the 
duty of a girl to do what she is told ; afterwards 
people will have to do what she tells them. When 
the time comes for me to be a mistress I shall take 
good care that everybody does what is right." 

These reflections occurred to Phyllis while she 
was sitting out a dance for which Hetty had got 
a partner. 

Soon afterwards, while the breathless flock of 
young dancers were fanning themselves on the 
sofas, the lady of the house requested Hetty to 
recite or act something to amuse the company. 

At this proposal Hetty was startled and dis- 
mayed. It was a very long time since she had 
done anything of the kind, except for the amuse- 
ment of Mark and Nell, and she had forgotten 
all the old stories and characters that used to be 
found so entertaining by grown people. She felt 
a shyness amounting to terror of being obliged 
to come forward and perform before this com- 
pany; and, besides, she was very sure that Mrs. 
Enderby would disapprove of her doing so. She 
therefore begged earnestly to be excused, and 
retreated into a corner. The lady of the house 



A REASON FOR BEING SHY. 155 

desisted for a time from her persuasions, but after 
another dance was finished she renewed her re- 
quest. Hetty's distress increased, but she felt 
quite unable to explain to her hostess the reasons 
why it was impossible she could comply with her 
wishes. She could only repeat: 

"I forget how to do it; indeed I do. And 
Mrs. Enderby does not like it." 

" Mrs. Enderby would like you to please me," 
said the hostess. "And I cannot think you forget. 
My daughters tell me you were most amusing 
last week when they saw you." 

"Was I?" said Hetty dismayed. "But that 
was in the garden and came by accident. I could 
not do anything before all this crowd." 

"Well, if you were a shy child I could under- 
stand," said the lady; "but you know I heard 
you long ago when you were much younger. If 
you were not shy then you cannot be so now." 

Hetty could not explain that it was just be- 
cause she was older now that she was shy. Long 
ago she had been too small to realize the position 
she was placed in. She felt ready to weep at 
being found so disobliging, yet when she thought 
of the performance required of her her tongue 
clove to her mouth with fright. 

The hostess now crossed the room to Phyllis, 
who had been watching what had passed between 
her and Hetty from a distance. 

"I have been trying to persuade little Miss 
Gray to recite for us, or to do some of her amus- 
ing characters, but she has all sorts of reasons 
why she cannot oblige me. Is she always so 
obstinate?" 
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Phyllis hesitated. 

" I think she has a pretty strong will of her 
own," she said. " I am afraid she will not 
yield." 

" Well, my dear, you know her better than I 
do, and it is nice of you not to be too ready to 
blame her. But I like little girls who do as 
their elders bid them. And I confess I expected 
to find her agreeable when I invited her here this 
evening." 

Now if Phyllis had been as generous as she 
would have liked to believe herself she would 
have said, " I know my mother does not approve 
of Hetty*s performances, and Hetty knows it too. 
Perhaps this is why she refuses." But Phyllis, 
quite unconsciously to herself, was pleased to 
hear Hetty blamed, and was willing to think 
that she ought to have put all her scruples aside 
in order to oblige Mrs. Enderby's friend. While 
she considered about what it would be pretty to 
say her hostess went on: 

" I suppose she is a little conceited and spoiled. 
She is certainly exceedingly pretty and clever." 

It was much more difficult now for Phyllis to 
make her amiable speech; yet she had not the 
least idea that she was a jealous or an envious 
girl. She always felt so good, and everybody 
said she was so. Jealous people are always mak- 
ing disturbance. Therefore it was quite impos- 
sible that Phyllis could be jealous. 

" I will go and speak to her," she said to the 
lady of the house, and crossed the room to where 
Hetty sat, looking unhappy. 

" Hetty," said Phyllis, " I think you ought to 
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do as you are asked. It was exceedingly kind of 
Mrs. Cartwright to invite you here. Of course she 
expected you to be obliging." 

"You mean that she asked me, thinking I 
would amuse the company?" said Hetty quickly. 
"Then I am very sorry you have told me so, 
Phyllis, for I should never have guessed it. And , 
now I shall feel miserable till I get away." 

"Can't you be agreeable?" 

"No, I can't. Just think of trying it your- 
self." 

"Of course it would not be suitable for me," 
said Phyllis. " Our positions are different. How- 
ever, if you choose to be ungrateful you must." 

And she walked away, leaving Hetty sitting 
alone reflecting sadly on her words. So after all 
it was not kindness and liking for her that had 
made these people include her in their invitation. 
It was only the desire to have their party made 
more amusing by her performance. She wished 
she could do what was required of her, so that 
she need owe them nothing. But she could not; 
and how hateful she must seem. 

All her pleasure was over now, and she was 
glad when the moment came to get away. Her 
silence was not noticed during the drive home, 
for every one else was too sleepy to talk. But 
Hetty was too unhappy to be sleepy. 

The next morning Miss Davis asked at break- 
fast if the party had been enjoyable. 

"It was all very nice," said Phyllis, "imtil 
towards the end, when Hetty put on fine airs and 
refused to be obliging. After that we all felt 
uncomfortable." 
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"That is not true, Miss Davis," said Hetty 
bluntly. 

Her temper had suddenly got the better of 
her. 

Phyllis*s blue eyes contracted, and her lip 
curled. 

" Please send her out of the room, Miss Davis," 
she said. 

" Hetty, I am sorry for this," said Miss Davis, 
"I could not have believed you would speak so 
rudely." 

" You have not heard the story. Miss Davis." 

"I have heard you put yourself very much in 
the wrong. Phyllis would not tell an untruth of 
you I am sure." 

"She said I put on fine airs," said Hetty, 
trembling with indignation. "I did not put on 
airs. They wanted me to perform, and I could 
not do it. If I had done it Phyllis would have 
been the first to blame me. I remember how she 
scorned me for doing it long ago." 

"I hope you will make her apologize to me. 
Miss Davis," said Phyllis quietly. The more 
excited poor Hetty became the quieter grew the 
other girl. 

" She is ungenerous," continued Hetty, striving 
valiantly to keep back her tears; " she knew her 
mother would not approve of my performing; 
and besides, I told her I was afraid. If I had 
done it she would have complained to Mra 
Enderby of my doing it." 

This passionate accusation hit Phyllis home. 
She knew it was true — so true that though she had 
arraigned Hetty before Miss Davis for the pleasure 
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of humbling her, she yet had no intention of 
carrying the tale to her mother, fearing that Mrs. 
Enderby would say that Hetty had been right. 
Had Hetty made "a show of herself" by perform- 
ing, Phyllis would perhaps have made a grievance 
of it to her parents. Stung for a moment with 
the consciousness that this was true, before she 
had had time to persuade herself of the contrary, 
Phyllis grew white with anger. The injury she 
could least forgive was a hurt to her self-com- 
placency. 

" She must apologize, Miss Davis, or I will go to 
papa," said Phyllis, disdaining to glance at Hetty, 
but looking at her governess. 

Miss Davis was troubled. 

" This is all very painful," she said. " Hetty, 
you had better go to your room till you have 
recovered your composure. Whatever may have 
been your motives last night you have now put 
yourself in the wrong by speaking so rudely." 

Hetty flashed out of the room, and Phyllis, 
quiet and triumphant, turned to her lesson-books 
with a most virtuous expression upon her placid 
face. 

Hetty wept for an hour in her own room. 
Looking back on her conduct she could not see 
that she had been more to blame than Phyllis. 
Oh, how was it that Phyllis was always proved 
to be so good while she was always forced into 
the wrong? She remembered a prayer asking 
for meekness which Mrs. Kane had taught her, 
and she knelt by her bedside and said it aloud; 
and just then she heard Miss Davis calling to her 
to open the door. 
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" My doar, said the governess, " I have come to 
tell you that you really must apologize to Phyllis. 
It was exceedingly rude of you to tell her so flatly 
that her words were untrue." 

Hetty flushed up to the roots of her hair and 
for a few moments could not speak. She had 
just been on her knees asking for strength from 
God to overcome her pride, and here was an 
opportunity for practising meekness. But it was 
dreadfully hard, thought Hetty. 

" I will try and do it, Miss Davis. But may I 
write a letter in my own way?" 

" Certainly, my dear. I am glad to find you so 
willing to acknowledge yourself in fault." 

Left alone to perform her task Hetty opened 
her desk and sat biting her pen. At last she 
wrote: 

"Dear Phyllis, — I am very sorry I said so 
rudely that you did not tell the truth. But oh, 
why did you not tell it, and then there need not 
have been any trouble? 

Hetty." 

Hetty brought this note herself into the school- 
room, and in presence of Miss Davis handed it to 
Phyllis. 

"Do you call that an apology?" said Phyllis 
handing the note to Miss Davis. 

"I don't think you have made things any 
better, Hetty,'* said Miss Davis. 

"I said what I could, Miss Davis. Phyllis 
ought to apologize to me now." 
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Phyllis gave her a look of cold surprise, and 
took up a book. 

" Pray, Miss Davis, do not mind," said she over 
the edges of her book. "I expect nothing but 
insolence from Hetty Gray. Mother little knew 
what she was providing for us when she brought 
her here." 

Hetty turned wildly to the governess. " Miss 
Davis," she cried, " can I not go away somewhere, 
away from here? Is there not some place in the 
world where they would give a girl like me work 
to do ? How can I go on living here, to be treated 
as Phyllis treats me?" 

Miss Davis took her by the hand and led her 
out of the room and upstairs to her own chamber. 
Having closed the door she sat down and talked 
to her. 

"Hetty," she said, "when you give way to 
your pride in passions like this you forget things. 
You asked me just now, is there any place where 
people would give work to a girl like you to do. 
I don't think there is — no place such as you could 
go to." 

" I would go anywhere," moaned Hetty. 

"Anywhere is nowhere," said Miss Davis. "Just 
look round you and see all that is given to you in 
this house. There is your comfortable bed to 
sleep in, you have your meals when you are 
hungry, you have good clothing, you have a 
warm fireside to sit at, you have the protection of 
an honourable home. Yet you would fling away 
all these advantages because of a few wounds to 
your pride. Phyllis is trying, I admit — ^I have 
to sutler from her at times myself — but you and 

(196) L 
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I must bear with something for the sake of what 



we receive." 



Hetty raised her eyes and looked at Miss Davis's 
worn face and the line of pain that had come out 
sharply across her brow, and forgot herself for 
the moment, thinking of the governess's patient 
life. 

"But, Miss Davis, you need not suffer from 
Phyllis; you are not like me. Any people would 
be glad to get you, who are so clever and so good- 
You could complain of her to her mother, and if 
she did not get better you could go away." 

" Should I be any more safe from annoyance in 
another family ? Hetty, my dear, there Are always 
thorns in the path of those who are poor and 
dependent on others, and our wisest course is to 
make the best of things. I might say to you, yov, 
have no one to think of but yourself. For me, I 
have a mother to support, and I have to think of 
my dear young brother, who is not too wise for 
his own interests, and whose prospects are at the 
mercy of a rather capricious old uncle." 

"Oh that I had a mother and a brother to 
work for!" cried Hetty passionately, 

"Perhaps that would teach you wisdom, my 
dear. However, profit by my experience and be 
cheered up. Take no notice if Phyllis is unkind. 
It is better to be here, even with her unkindness, 
than straying about the world alone, meeting 
with such misfortunes as you never dreamed of." 

After Miss Davis had left her, Hetty sat a long 
time pondering over that lady's words. It seemed 
to her that the governess, good and patient as she 
was, had no motive for her conduct high enough 
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to carry her through the trials of her life. It 
was certainly an excellent thing to be prudent 
for the sake of her mother and brother; to bear 
with present evils for fear of worse evils that 
might come. But yet — but yet, was there not a 
higher motive than all this for learning to be 
meek and humble of heart? Looking into her 
own proud and stubborn nature, the little girl 
assured herself that Miss Davis's motives would 
never be in themselves enough for her, Hetty — 
never sufficiently strong to crush the rebellion of 
self in her stormy young soul. Instinctively her 
thoughts flew to Mrs. Kane, and seizing her hat 
and cloak she flew out of the house, and away 
down the road to the labourer's cottage. 

Fortunately it was a good hour for her visit. 
John had gone out after his dinner. The cottage 
kitchen was tidied up, the fire shining, the two 
old straw arm-chairs drawn up by the hearth. 
Mrs. Kane was just screwing up her eyes, trying 
to thread a needle, when Hetty dashed in and 
flung her arms around her neck. 

"Oh, Mrs. Kane, the pride has got so bad 
again; and I have been quarrelling with Phyllis 
and wanting to run away." 

"Kun away!" said Mrs. Kane; "oh, no, dearie, 
never run away from your post." 

"What is my post?" said Hetty weeping; "I 
have no post. I am only a charity girl and in 
everybody's way Phyllis hints it to me in every 
way she can, even when she does not say it out- 
right Oh, how can I have patience to grow up? 
Why does it take so long to get old?" 

Mrs. Kane sighed. "It doesn't take long to 
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grow old, dear, once you are fairly in the tracks 
of the years. But it does take a while to grow 
up. And you must have patience, Hetty. There's 
nothing else for it but the patience and meekness 
of God." 

Hetty drew a long breath. All that was 
spiritual within her hung now on Mrs. Kane's 
words. The patience of God was such a ditiferent 
thing from the prudence of this world. That 
was the difference between Miss Davis and Mrs. 
Kane. 

" There was something beautiful you said one 
day," said Hetty in a whisper; "say it again. 
It was, ' Learn of me — ' " 

"Learn of me; for I am meek and lowly of 
heart," said Mrs. Kane. " That is the word you 
want, my darling, and it was said for such as 

you." 

Hetty's tears fell fast, but they were no longer 
angry tears. She was crying now with longing 
to be good. 

" There was something else," she said presently, 
when she could find her voice; "something that 
was spoken for me too." 

"Blessed are the poor in spirit; for theirs is 
the kingdom of heaven," said Mrs, Kauc, stroking 
her head. And then Hetty cried more wildly, 
thinking with remorse of her own pride. 

" If He is for you, my dear, you needn't care 
who is against you," continued Mrs. Kane; "take 
that into your heart and keep it there." 

After that they had a long talk about all 
Hetty's difficulties, and when at last the little 
girl left the cottage, it was with a lighter step 
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than had brought her there. When she walked 
into the school -room just in time for tea the 
signs of woe were gone from her countenance, and 
she looked even brighter than usual. Without 

E'ving herself time to think, or to observe the 
oks of those in the room, she went straight up 
to Phyllis and said cheerfully: 

"Phyllis, I am sorry I gave you offence. I 
hope you will forget it and be friends with me;" 
and then she took her seat at the table as if 
nothing had happened. 

Miss Davis, who had been rather dreading her 
appearance, fearing a renewal of the quarrel, 
looked up at her and actually coloured all over 
her faded face with pleasure and surprise. Hetty 
had really taken her lessons to heart, and was 
going to be a wise and prudent girl after all. 
She little thought that a far higher spirit actuated 
the girl than had at all entered into hei teachings. 

Phyllis glanced round with a triumphant air 
as if saying, " Now I am indeed proved in the 
right. She herself has acknowledged it!'' and 
then she said gently: 

" I accept your apology, Hetty, and I will not 
say anything of the matter to my mother." 

"Is not Phyllis good," whispered Nell after- 
wards, "not to tell mamma? Because you know 
you were very naughty to her, Hetty, and she is 
papa's daughter and the eldest." 

Nell's friendly speeches were sometimes hard 
to bear, as well as Phyllis's unfriendly ones. 
Hetty would have been glad if the whole affair 
could have been laid before Mrs. Enderby, and 
saw no reason to congratulate herself on Phyllis's 



166 THE FIGHT OF FAITH. 

silence to her mother as to the quarrel and its 
cause. But the others judged differently. Miss 
Davis was pleased that by her own tact she had 
been able to arrange matters without calling in 
the aid of Mrs. Enderby, who, she was aware, 
liked a governess to have judgment and decision 
sufficient to keep the mistress of the house out of 
school-room squabbles. Nell was delighted that 
there was to be no more " fuss." Phyllis above 
all was pleased, for now she felt no more necessity 
for questioning her own motives and conduct, 
no more danger of being told by her mother that 
Hetty had in the beginning been in the right, 
while she, by opposing her, had brought on the 
wrong which had followed. 

Falling back upon her own doctrine, that she 
must be right because her judgment told her so, 
Phyllis was coldly amiable to Hetty for the rest 
of the evening; while Hetty, having made her 
act of humility, rather suffered from a reaction 
of feeling, and had to struggle hard to keep the 
moral vantage-ground she had gained. 




••• 



CHAPTER XVI. 



. TRIAL OF PATIENCE. 



^13||W0 more years passed over Hetty's head. 
^^^ She had grown tall and looked old for 
^FJSf her age, her large gray eyes were full of 
"^ serious thought, her brow was grave, and 
the expression of her mouth touched with sadness. 
The haughtiness and mirth of her childhood were 
alike gone. Earnest desire to attain to a difficult 
end waa the one force that moved her, and this 
had become visible in her every word and glanca 
She was painfully aware that the time was 
approaching when she mtist go forth to battle 
with the world for herself, and that on her own 
qualifications for fighting tiiat battle her position 
in the world must depend. That she had not 
sufficient aptitude for learning out of books, or 
for remembering readily all that she gathered 
from them, she greatly feared. Her memory gave 
her back in pictures whatever had engaged her 
imagination; but much that was usenil and 



3ar^ was wont to pass away out of her 
grasp. Thorough determination, close application, 
did not remove this difficulty, and she was warned 
by those around her that unless she could make 
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better use for study of the three years yet before 
her than she had made of those that lay behind 
her, she could never be a teacher of a very high 
order. Of all that this failure meant, Hetty un- 
derstood more clearly now than when she had 
wished to live with Mrs. Kane and be the village 
schoolmistress. Loving all that was beautiful and 
refined in life, she had learned to dread, from an- 
other motive than pride, the fate of being thrown 
upon a lower social level. And yet this was a 
fate which seemed now to stare her in the face. 

Mr. Enderby, who had of late taken a per- 
sonal interest in her studies, examining her from 
time to time on various subjects, said to her: 

"My little girl, if you do not wake up and 
work harder I fear you will have to take an in- 
ferior position in life to that which I desired 
for you." 

Poor Hetty 1 Was she not wide awake ? So wide 
awake that when he and all the household were 
asleep she lay staring her misfortune in the face. 
And how could she work harder than she did, 
weeping in secret over the dry facts that would 
not leave their mark upon her brain? Thus it 
was that life looked dreary to her, and her face 
was grave and pale. Phyllis and Nell, who were 
three and two years older than herself, had begun 
to talk of the joys which the magic age of eighteen 
had in store for them. They would leave off 
study and go forth into the enjoyment of their 
youth in a flattering world. Idleness, pleasure, 
happiness awaited them. No one could say 
they were not sufficiently well educated to take 
that graceful place in life which Providence 
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had assigned to them; Hetty was rebuked for 
being less learned than she ought to be, because 
for her there was no graceful place prepared; only 
a difficult and narrow path leading away she 
knew not where. 

Of the difference between their position and 
hers she could not help thinking, but she had 
been so long accustomed to realize it that she did 
not dwell upon it much. Miss Davis was the 
person on whom her eyes were fixed as an image 
of what she ought to hope to become. 

To be exactly like Miss Davis. To look like 
her, think like her, be as well informed, as inde- 
pendent, as much respected; to teach as well, 
speak as wisely, be called an admirable woman 
who had fought her own way against poverty in 
the world, this was what Hetty had been assured 
by Mr. and Mrs. Enderby ought to be the object 
of her ambition and the end of all her hopes. 
And Hetty tried honestly to will as they willed 
for her good. But her face was not less sad on 
that account. 

Things were in this state when one day, a day 
never to be forgotten by her, Hetty was feeling 
more than usually unhappy. Only the evening 
before Mr. Enderby had examined her on several 
subjects, and had found her wanting. He had 
spoken to her with a little severity, and at the 
same time looked at her pityingly, and the girl 
had felt more miserable than can be told at hav- 
ing disappointed him. To-day she was left to 
spend a long afternoon by herself, as Miss Davis 
had taken Phyllis and Nell to visit some friends, 
and, though her morning's work ought to have 
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been over, she still sat at her lessons, labouring 
diligently. At last becoming thoroughly tired 
she closed her book and raised her eyes wearily, 
when they fell on a jar of wild flowers which 
yesterday she had arranged and placed upon a 
bracket against the wall. It was spring, and in 
the jar was a cluster of pale wood-anemones with 
some sprays of bramble newly leafed. Hetty's 
eyes brightened at the sight of these flowers, and 
noted keenly every exquisite outline and delicate 
hue of the group. It seemed to her at the mo- 
ment that she had never seen anything so beautiful 
before. Mechanically she took up her pencil and 
began to imitate on a piece of paper the waving 
line of the bramble wreath, and the graceful 
curves of the leaves. To her own great smrprise 
something very like the bramble soon began to ap- 
pear upon the paper. A sharp touch here, a little 
shadow there, and her drawing looked vigorous 
and true. After working in great excitement 
for some time Hetty got up and pinned her draw- 
ing to the wall, and stood some way off* looking 
at it. Where had it come from ? she asked her- 
self. She had never learned to draw. She had 
not known that she could draw. Oh, how de- 
lightful it would be if she could reproduce the 
flowers as they grew! Not quite able to believe 
in the new power she had discovered in herself, 
she set again to work, altering the arrangement 
of the flowers in the jar, and taking a larger 
sheet of paper. It was only ruled exercise paper, 
but that did not seem to matter when the flowers 
blossomed all over it. The second drawing was 
even better than the first* and Hetty stood look- 
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ing at it with flushed cheeks and throbbing heart, 
wondering what was this new rapture that had 
suddenly sprung up in her life. 

As her work was done, and the afternoon was 
all her own, she was able to give herself up to 
this unexpected delight, and spent many hours 
composing new groups of flowers, and arranging 
them in fanciful designs. When a maid brought 
up her solitary tea she lifted her flushed face and 
murmured, "Oh, can it be tea-time?" and then 
spread out all her drawings against the wall, 
and stared at them while she ate her bread and 
butter. 

She felt nervous at the thought of letting any- 
body see them, and locked them up in her desk 
before Miss Davis and the other girls came 
home. 

In earliest dawn of the next morning, however, 
she was out of bed and studying the drawings as 
she stood in her night-dress and with bare feet. 
Were they really good, she asked herself, or were 
her eyes bewitched; and would Mr. Enderby 
laugh at them if he saw them? Anguish seized 
on her at the thought, and she dressed herself 
with trembling hands. A new idea, striving 
in her mind, seemed to set all nature thrilling 
with a meaning it had never borne for her 
before. There had been great painters on the 
earth, as she knew full well, whose existence had 
been made beautiful and glorious by their genius; 
and there were artists living in the present day, 
small and great, who must surely be the happiest 
beings in tne world. Their days were spent, not 
in drudgery, and lecturing, and primness, but in 



172 A NEW WORLD. 

the study and reproduction of the beauty lying 
round theuL Oh, if God should have intended 
her to be one of these! 

When the maids came to dust the school-room 
they found Hetty hard at work upon a new 
wreath of ivy which she had hastily snatched 
from the garden wall and hung against the cur- 
tain, and they thought she was doing some pen- 
ance at Miss Davis's bidding. By eight o'clock 
the drawings were hid away, the flowers and 
wreaths disposed of in the jars, and Hetty was 
sitting at the table with a book in her hand. No 
one need know, she thought, of how she spent 
those early hours when everybody else was in 
bed. And so day after day she worked on steadily 
with her pencil, and there was a strange and un- 
utterable hope in her heart, and a new light of 
happiness in her eyes. 

After some time she became more daring and 
attempted to bring colour into her designs. Using 
her school-room box of paints, the paints intended 
only for the drawing of maps, she placed washes 
of colour on her leaves and along her stems, mak- 
ing the whole composition more effective and 
complete. Day by day she improved on her first 
ideas, till she had stored up a collection of really 
beautiful sketches. 

With this new joy tingling through her young 
veins from morning till night, and from night 
till morning again, Hetty began to look so glad 
and bright that everyone remarked it. Miss 
Davis looked on approvingly, thinking that her 
own excellent discipline of the girl was having 
an effect she had scarcely dared to hope for. 
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Nell was full of curiosity to know why Hetty 
had become so gay. 

" May I not have the liberty to be gay as well 
as you?" said Hetty laughing. 

"Of course; but then you are so suddenly 
changed. Miss Davis says it is only because you 
are growing good. But I think there must be 
something that is making you good." 

" I am glad to hear 1 am growing good. Some- 
thing is making me very happy, but I cannot tell 
you what it is.' 

Nell, always on the look-out for a secret, 
opened her eyes very wide, but could get no fur- 
ther satisfaction from Hetty, who only laughed 
at her appeals to be taken into confidence. That 
evening, however, she told Miss Davis that Hetty 
had admitted that there was somethinq that was 
making her so happy. ^ 

" I knew she had a secret," said Nell mysteri- 
ously. 

" Then it is the secret of doing her duty," said 
Miss Davis. " She has made great improvement 
in every respect during the last few weeks." 

"I know she gets up earlier in the mornings 
than she used to do," said Nell, "and I don't think 
she is at her lessons all the time." 

"I hope she has not been making any more 
friends in the village," said Phyllis. 

"I am sorry such thoughts have come into 
your minds, children," said Miss Davis; "I see 
nothing amiss about Hetty. If she is happier 
than she used to be, we ought all to feel glad." 

Phyllis did not like the implied rebuke, and at 
once began to hope that she might be able to 
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prove Miss Davis in the wrong. If Hetty could 
be found to have a secret, as Nell supposed, 
Phyllis decided that it ought to be found out 
Her mother did not approve of children having 
secrets. Even if there was no harm in a thing in 
itself, there was a certain harm in making a 
mystery of it. So, having arranged her motive 
satisfactorily in her mind, Phyllis, feeling more 
virtuous than ever, resolved to observe what Hetty 
was about. The next morning she got up early 
and came down to the school-room an hour before 
her usual time. And there was Hetty working 
away at her drawing with a wreath of flowers 
pinned before her on the wall. 

Phyllis came behind her and was astonished 
to see what she had accomplished with her pen- 
cil; and Hetty started and coloured up to her 
hair, as if she had been caught in a fault. 

" Well, you are a strange girl," said Phyllis; " I 
did not know drawing was a sin, that you should 
make such a mystery over it." 

" I hope it is not a sin," said Hetty in a low 
voice. She felt grieved at having her efforts dis- 
covered in this way. She wished now that she 
had told Miss Davis all about it. Phyllis opened 
the piano and began to practise without having 
said one word of praise of Hetty's work ; and the 
poor little artist felt her heart sink like lead. 
Perhaps the beauty that she saw in her designs 
existed only in her own foolish eyes. 

She worked on silently for about half an 
hour, and then put away her drawing materials 
and her flowers and began to study her lessons 
for the day. 
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" Of course you do not expect me to keep your 
secret from Miss Davis/' said Phyllis, looking 
over her shoulder. " I have been always taught 
to hate secrets, and my conscience will not allow 
me to encourage you in this." 

"Do exactly as you please," said Hetty; "I 
shall be quite satisfied to let Miss Davis know 
what I have been doing." 

" Then why did you not tell her before?" asked 
Phyllis. 

" I am not bound to explain that to you," said 
Hetty; but finding her temper was rising she 
added more gently, "I am willing to give an 
account of my conduct to any one who may be 
scandalized by it;" and then, fearing to trust her- 
self further, she went out of the room. 

On the stairs she met Miss Davis, and stopped 
her, saying: 

"Phyllis has a complaint to make of me. I 
shall be back in the school-room presently after 
she has made it." 

" What is it about, my dear ?" 

"She can tell you better than I can," said 
Hetty. " Please go down now. Miss Davis, and 
then we can have it over before breakfast." 

" Miss Davis, I find Nell was right in thinking 
that Hetty was doing something sly," began 
Phyllis, as the governess entered the school- 
room. 

"I am sorry to hear it. What can it be?" 
" Nothing very dreadful in itself perhaps. It is 
the secrecy that is so ugly, especially as there 
was no reason for it in the world." 

" What has Hetty done?" repeated Miss Davia 
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"Why, she has been getting up early in the 
mornings to draw flowers," said Phyllis, un- 
willingly perceiving that the fault seemed a very 
small one when plainly described. 

"I did not know she could draw," said MLss 
Davis; "but, if she can, I see no harm in her 
doing it." 

" I think she ought to spend the time at the 
studies father is so anxious she should improve 
in," said Phyllis; " and I imagine she knows it too, 
or she would not have been so secret." 

"There is something in that, Phyllis; though I 
would rather you had not been so quick to per- 
ceive it." 

Phyllis curled her lip slightly. "Intelligence 
is given us that we may use it, I suppose," she 
said coldly; "but I have done my duty, and I 
have nothing more to say in the matter." 

Breakfast passed over without anything being 
said on the subject of the great discovery; but 
after the meal was finished. Miss Davis desired 
Hetty to fetch her her drawings that she might 
see them. Hetty went to her own room imme- 
diately, and returned bringing about a dozen 
drawings in a very primitive portfolio made of 
several newspapers gummed together. 

Miss Davis was no artist, but she felt that the 
designs were good, and remarkable as having 
been executed by a girl so untaught as Hetty. 
They increased her opinion of her pupil's abilities, 
yet she looked on them chiefly from the point of 
view Phyllis had suggested to her, and considered 
them in the light of follies upon which valuable 
time had been expended. 
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"My dear," she said, "these are really very 
pretty, and I am sure they have given you a 
great deal of pleasure. But I cannot countenance 
your going on with this sort of employment. 
Think of how usefully you might have employed 
at your books the hours you have spent upon 
these trifles. I presume you were aware of this 
from the first yourself, and that this is why you 
have been so silent as to your new accomplish- 
ment. 

"No," said Hetty decidedly; "I did not feel 
that I was wasting time. On the contrary, my 
drawing gave me better courage to work at my 
lessons. The hours I spent were taken from my 
sleep. I was always at my books before Phyllis 
was at hers." 

" Phyllis is not to be made a rule for you, my 
dear. She has not the same necessity to exert 
her powers to the utmost. If you can do without 
part of your sleeping time, you ought to devote 
it to your books. And pray, if you did not 
think you were committing some fault, why did 
you say nothing to anyone of what you were 
about?" 

" I cannot tell you that. Miss Davis," said Hetty, 
her eyes filling with tears; "I mean I cannot 
explain it properly. I could not bring myself to 
show what I had done; but I had no idea of 
wrongnesa about the matter." 

" Well, my dear, we will say no more about it. 
Take the drawings away; and in future work at 
your lessons every moment of your time. I will 

Sut you on your word of honour, Hetty, not to 
o any more of this kind of thing." 

(196) M 
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" Do not ask me to give you such a promise, 
Miss Davis." 

" But, Hetty, I must, and I do." 

" Then, Miss Davis, I will speak to Mr. Ender- 

The governess and her two pupils gazed at 
Hetty in amazement. 

"I mean," Hetty went on, "that I hope he 
will think drawing a useful study for me. Will 
you allow me to speak to him this evening, Miss 
Davis?" 

" Certainly, my dear," said Miss Davis stiffly. 
" There is nothing to hinder you from consulting 
Mr. Enderby on any subject. I am sure he will 
be kind enough to give you his advice. Only I 
thmk I know what it will be beforehand; and 
I would rather you had shown more confidence 



m me." 



Hetty could not give her mind to her lessons 
that day, nor get rid of the feeling that she was 
in disgrace. * When evening came, the hour when 
Mr. Enderby was usually to be found in his study, 
she asked Miss Davis's permission to go to him, 
and with her portfolio in her hand presented her- 
self at his door. 

" Come in, Hetty," said Mr. Enderby; " what is 
this you have got to show me? Maps, plans, or 
what? Why, drawings!" 

Hetty's mouth grew dry, and her heart beat 
violently. The tone of his voice betrayed that 
the master of Wavertree had no more sympathy 
for art, or anything connected with it, than had 
Miss Davis. He was an accurate methodical 
man with a taste for mathematics, who believed 
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in the power conferred by knowledge on man 
and woman; but who had little respect for those 
who concerned themselves with only the beauties 
and graces of life. Art was to him a trifle, and 
devotion to it a folly. Therefore Hetty with her 
trembling hopes was not likely to find favour at 
his hands. 

"My child, I am sure they are very pretty; 
but this sort of thing will not advance you in the 
world." 

" But, Mr. Enderby, — I have been thinking — 
artists get on as well as governesses. I do these 
more easily than I learn my dates. If I could 
only learn to be an artist." 

Mr. Enderby put his eye-glass to his eye, and 
gazed at her a little pityingly, a little severely, 
with a look that Hetty knew. 

"You would like to become an artist? Well, 
my girl, I must tell you to put that foolish idea 
out of your head. In the first place you are not 
to imagine that because you can sketch a flower 
prettily, you have therefore a genius for painting; 
and such fancies are only calculated to distract 
your mind from the real business of your life. 
Besides, remember this, I have given, am giving, 
you a good education as a means of providing for 
you in life. Having bestowed one profession 
upon you already, I am not prepared to enter 
into the expense and inconvenience of a second. 
So run away like a sensible girl and stick to your 
books. You had better leave these drawings 
with me and think no more about them." 

Saying this, Mr. Enderby opened a drawer 
and locked up Hetty's designs within it; and. 
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humbled and despairing, Hetty returned to the 
school-room. 

Her face of grief, and empty hands told suf- 
ficiently what the result of her errand had been. 
No remark was made by Miss Davis or the girls, 
though Nell, who thought the drawings wonder- 
fully pretty, was impatient to know what her 
papa had said of them. She was too much in 
awe of Miss Davis to seek to have her curiosity 
gratified just then; and the evening study went 
on as if nothing had happened. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 
Hetty's future is planned. 



^jHIS was the severest trial Hetty had ever 
h^P^ encountered. Longing for special love, 
nl^m and delight in reproducing the beautiful, 

— were part of one and the same impulse 
in her nature, and, crushed in the one, all her 
heart had gone forth in the other direction. Now 
both had been equally condemned in her as 
faults, and she fell back, as before, on the mere 
dull effort towards submission which had already 
carried her surely, if joylessly, over so many 
difficult years of her young life. She worked 
patiently at her books and fulfilled her duties; 
and she grew thinner and paler, and the old sad 
look became habitual to her lips and eyes. 
Another year passed, and as Phyllis and Nell 
approached nearer and nearer to the period for 
" coming out " they were more frequently absent 
from the school-room, and Hetty's days were more 
solitary than they used to be. 

All her mind was now fixed on the idea of 
fitting herself as soon as possible for some sort of 
post as governess. She knew she never could 
take such a position as that which Miss Davis 
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filled, and had meekly admitted to herself that a 
humble situation must content her. 

She often wondered how it would be with her 
when the Enderby girls should no longer need 
Miss Davis; and decided according to her own 
judgment that she ought to be ready to seek 
a place for herself in the world as soon as the 
elder girls should have completed their studies. 

One evening she sat opposite to Miss Davis at 
the school-room fireside. Phyllis and Nell were 
in the drawing-room with their mother. Miss 
Davis was netting energetically, and Hetty, who 
had been studying busily, dropped her book and 
was gazing absently into the fire. 

" Hetty," said Miss Davis presently, " put away 
your book, I want to talk to you.'* 

Hetty obeyed and looked at her governess 
expectantly. 

" My dear, you know very well that in another 
year I shall no longer be needed here. Phyllis 
and Nell will then be eighteen and seventeen, and 
their mother has decided that they shall come 
out at the same time. When I am gone there 
will no longer be any object in your staying in 
this house. And yet, as you will then be only 
sixteen, you will be young to begin your life 
among strangers." 

" Yes," said Hetty with a sinking of the heart; 
"but it is very good of you to think about me 
like this. Of course I shall have to go. I sup- 
pose I can get in somewhere as a nursery gover- 
ness." 

" I have been thinking of something else. Of 
course it will remain for yourself to decida" 
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Hetty's heart leaped A wild idea crossed her 
mind tLt perhapsifiss Davis wa« going to sag- 
gest some way by which she might study to be an 
artist. Though she had never spoken on the 
subject since Mr. Enderby had pronounced sen- 
tence upon her hopes, still the dear dream of a 
possible beautiful future had always lain hidden 
somewhere in the most distant recesses of her 
brain. Now a sudden bright light shone into 
that darkened chamber. What delightful plan 
had Miss Davis been marking out for her? 

" I have made up my mind," said Miss Davis, 
" that instead of entering another family I will 
open a school in the town where I was bom. 
My mother is getting old and she is lonely. If I 
succeed in my project I shall be able to live with 
her and continue to make an income at the same 
time." 

"How delightful!" murmured Hetty. 

Miss Davis smiled sadly. " I don't know about 
that. The plan will have its advantages, but 
there are many difficulties. However, I think it 
is worth a trial." 

Hetty said nothing, only wondered why Miss 
Davis was not more wildly glad at the thought of 
being always with her mother. She could not 
realize how long years of trial and disappointment 
had made it impossible to the governess to feel 
vivid anticipations of delight. 

"Now as regards you — " Hetty started. She 
had so completely thrown herself into Miss Davis's 
personality for the moment that she had entirely 
forgotten her own. 

"As regards you I have been thinking that 
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you might come with me and help me as an under 
teacher. In this way you might begin to be 
independent at the age of sixteen, and at the 
same time continue your own studies under my 
superintendence. Later, when you were more 
thoroughly fitted to be a governess, I could en- 
deavour to place you out in the world." 

"Oh, how good of you to think of it! You 
are very, very kind!" said Hetty, though tears of 
disappointment rushed to her eyes. She crushed 
back the ungrateful feeling of dismay which 
pressed upon her at the thought of trying to 
teach in school. Her common sense told her that 
nothing could be more advantageous for her 
interests than the plan Miss Davis had sketched 
for her. And she keenly appreciated the thought- 
fulness for her welfare which had led the gover- 
ness to include her in the scheme for her own 
future. 

" You would only have little children to teach 
at first," Miss Davis went on, "until you grow 
accustomed to the work and gain confidence in 
yourself. Of course this is only a suggestion 
which I make to you, that you may turn it over 
in your thoughts and be ready to make arrange- 
ments when the moment shall arrive. Perhaps 
by that time, however, Mr. Enderby will be able 
to provide you with a pleasanter home." 

" I do not think so," said Hetty. " He could 
recommend me only as a nursery governess, and if 
I were once in that position I could never have 
any further opportunity to improve. With you I 
can continue my studies." 

"That is precisely what I think," said Miss 
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Davis, " and I am glad you take such a sensible 
view of the matter. However we need not speak 
of this for a year to come." 

And so the conversation ended. Hetty longed 
to put her arms round Miss Davis's neck and 
thank her warmly for her kindness, but she felt 
instinctively that the governess would rather she 
abstained from all sudi demonstrations. It was 
only when she went up to bed that she allowed 
her thoughts to go back to the beautiful moment 
when she had fancied Miss Davis might have 
been thinking of making her an artist; and then 
she cried sadly as she thought of how ifoolish she 
had been in imagining even for a second that 
such a wild improbability had come true. 

However the next morning Hetty awakened 
with a wholesome feeling of satisfaction in her 
mind which she could not at first account for. 
In a few moments the conversation with Miss 
Davis rushed back upon her memory, and she 
knew that her contentment was due to the pros- 
pect of independence that had been put before 
her as so real and so near. Once installed under 
Miss Davis's roof, teaching in school and earning 
the bread she ate, neither servants nor companions 
could taunt her with being a charity girl any 
more, Mr. Enderby's fears for her would then be 
laid to rest, and the dread of disappointing him 
would be lifted off her mind. In Miss Davis's 
school she could live and work until she had 
acquired all that learning which to her was so 
hard to attain. 

With a sweet and brave, if not a glad, look on 
her face, Hetty came into the school-room that 
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morning and found Phyllis and ^ell chatting 
more gaily than usual at the fire. 

" Oh, Hetty," cried Nell, " you must hear our 
news! We are going to have such a delightful 
visitor in the house." 

"How you rush to conclusions, Nell!" said her 
dster. "You have not seen her yet, and you pro- 
nounce her delightful" 

"I know from what mamma told us," cried 
NelL " She is pretty, amiable, clever — ^and ever 
80 rich. Only think, Hetty — ^to be an heiress at 
twenty-one without anyone to keep you from 
doing just as you please. She has a coiintry 
house in France, and a house in London, with a 
good old lady to take care of her, who does exactly 
what she bids her." 

« Mother did not say all that," said Phyllia 

"Oh! but I gathered it aU from what she did 
say." 

"Is she an orphan then?" asked Hetty. 

" She has neither father, nor mother,nor brother, 
nor sister. Now, Hetty, don't look as if that 
was a misfortune. It is natural for you to feel 
it, of course. But if you had houses, and horses, 
and carriages, and money, you would not think 
it so bad to be able to do what you liked." 

" Nell, I am shocked at you," said Miss Davis. 
" Would you give up your parents for such selfish 
advantages as you describe?" 

"Oh, dear, no!" cried Nell. "But if I never 
had had them, like Heine Qaythome, and did 
not know anything about them, I daresay I could 
manage to amuse myself in the world." 

This was the first mention of the name of Heine 
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Gaythome in the Wavertree school-room, and it 
was certainly far from the last. Mrs. Enderby 
had met the young lady at a neighbouring coun- 
try house, and had thought she would be a de- 
sirable acquaintance for her daughters. There 
was something interesting about the circum- 
stances which had placed a young, beautiful, and 
wealthy girl alone, and her own mistress, in the 
world. Mr. and Mrs. Enderby had been greatly 
attracted by her, and had invited her to pay a 
visit at their house. 

In the course of a few days she arrived at the 
Hall, and then Phyllis and Nell were but little in 
the school-room. 

Hetty and Miss Davis went on as usual filling 
their quiet hours with work in their secluded 
corner of the house. A week passed away during 
the visit of the charming stranger, and Hetty 
had never once seen Miss Gaythome. 




CHAPTER XVin. 
BEIKE QATTHOEKE. 

^jK^RS. ENDERBY, her visitor, and her 
^flJMf two daughtera were sitting together 
g^^^m one morning at needlework in the 
— pretty moming-toom looking out on 

an old walled garden, at Wavertree Hall. The 
distant end of this old garden, draped with ivy 
and creepers, had been made into a tennis ground, 
a smooth trim green chamber lying hehmd the 
brilliant beds of flowers. Sitting near the win- 
dow the figures of the girls looked charming 
against so picturesque a back-ground. 

Miss Gaythorne's face, upraised to the light, 
was full of goodness, sweetness, and intelligence, 
A low broad brow, soft bright dark eyes, a rich 
brunette complexion, and red-brown hair, so 
curly as to be gathered with difficulty into a 
knot at the back of her neck, were some of this 
girl's beauties which the eye could take in at a 
glance. A longer time was necessary to discern all 
the fine traits of character that were so artlessly 
expressed in turn by her speaking countenance. 

She wore a pretty dress of maroon cashmere 
and velvet, with delicate ruffles of rich old yellow 
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lace. Her dainty little French shoes and fine 
gold ornaments were immensely admired by the 
two young girls beside her, who were not yet 
" out," and were accustomed to be clothed in the 
simplest attire. Not only her dress, but her 
accent, which was slightly foreign, her peculiarly 
winning smiles, her merry little laugh, and grace- 
ful movements all seemed to the Enderbys more 
charming than could be described. Even Phyllis, 
usually so critical, was taken captive by their 
new friend, Beine. 

Miss Gaythorne was just finishing a piece of 
embroidery. She was very skilful with her 
needle, and her work was pronounced perfection 
by Phyllis and Nell. Mrs. Enderby joined her 
daughters in warm praise of the delicate produc- 
tion to which their visitor was just now putting 
the last touches. 

"I could so easily work one like it for you 
while I am here," said Reine, "if I had only a 
new design. I do not like repeating the same 
design." 

"I am sure Hetty could draw one for you," 
said Nell. 

"But I mean something original." - 

"Oh! Hetty's drawings are original. She 
gathers a few flowers, and that is all she wants 
to begin with." 

" She must be very clever. Who is Hetty, if I 
may ask?*' 

" Oh! Hetty is — Hetty Gray. She lives in this 
house. She is an orphan girl whom papa is 
educating to be a governess. She is always in 
the school-room with Miss Davis." 
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" Can she draw so cleverly?" 

" Yes; it comes to her naturally. I will get a 
bundle of her drawings from papa to show you. 
He locked them up because she wanted to be an 
artist and he did not approve of it." 

" It is well she did not want to go on the stage," 
said Phyllis. " She used to be an extraordinary 
actress. However, she gave that up and took a 
dislike to it. Perhaps she has now taken a dis- 
like to drawing:, and will not care to make a 
design for Reinl" 

." I am sure she will," said Nell. " Drawing is 
different from acting. People don't feel shy 
about drawing. I will go directly and ask her." 

" Perhaps you would let me see her drawings 
first," said Miss Gaythome. 

"Certainly," said Nell; "papa is in his study, 
and I will go and fetch them." 

Mr. Enderby willingly surrendered the draw- 
ings to amuse and oblige the cherished guest, 
and Hetty's work was spread out on a table be- 
fore Reine. 

"Why, these are beautiful," cried she; "and 
they are really done by a girl of fifteen who 
never learned to draw!" 

" Really," said Nell, enjoying Miss Gaythome's 
surprise. " And now, may I ask Hetty to make 
you a design?" 

" If she would be so very good. If it would 
not give her too much trouble — " 

" Why, Hetty will be simply enchanted at the 
request. She is not allowed to draw, and of 
course the permission to do so will be delight- 
ful." 
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"Not allowed to draw?" exclaimed Beine in 
astonishment. 

"Nell, how strangely you put things!" said 
Phyllis. " Father warned her not to squander her 
time in drawing, while she has so much need to 
study." 

Nell shrugged her shoulders. ** Put it as you 
like, Phyllis,' she said; "Hetty is a bom artist, 
and she is going to be thrust into the ha^mess of 
a governess." 

" It is well neither mother nor father is in the 
room," said Phyllis. "They would be much 
grieved to hear you make such a speech. I don't 

ret such ideas." 
said Nell; "they come to me 
sometimes." 

Beine listened in silence while she studied the 
drawings more closely. She was something of 
an artist herself, and nad a cultivated taste; and 
a keen interest in the orphan girl who had a 
talent like this, and could not be allowed to draw, 
was springing up within her. 

Nell soon danced off to tell Hetty what was 
required of her. 

" Miss Gavthome wants you to make a design 
for her, of me size and style of this, and you can 
use any flowers or foliage you please. Mother 
hopes Miss Davis will allow you time to do it." 

Hetty felt a rush of delight, which made the 
colour mount to her forehead. 

"Thank you, dear Nell," she said; "I know it 
is you who have got me this piece of good for- 
tune. I shall have some delicious hours over the 
work." 
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" Now, mind you make it beautiful," cried Nell; 
"for I have staked my reputation on you!" 

Hetty thought she had never been so happy 
in her life before, as she went out to pick and 
choose among the flowers, looking for a theme 
for her composition. At last she satisfied herself, 
and came back to the school-room, and went to 
work. 

Miss Davis, who had been much pleased with 
her of late, looked on with approval. She thought 
the child had fairly earned a holiday and a treat. 

Hetty was more nervous over this drawing 
than she had been over any of the others. With 
them she had been only working to please her- 
self, and of her own freewill; but now it seemed 
as if the eyes of the world were upon every line 
she drew. She spoiled several beginnuigs; and 
at last, flushed and feverish, had to put away the 
work till to-morrow. 

" Drawing seems to be not all unmixed happi- 
ness any more than dates," said Miss Davis, 
smiling at her anxious face. "Come now and 
have some tea, or you will get a headache." 

The next day Hetty went to work again, and 
succeeded at last in producing a striking and 
beautiful design. She was far from satisfied 
with it herself, and said to Nell, "I fear your 
friend will not think it good enough, but it is the 
best I can do." 

"I think it is lovely," said Nell; "and what 
trouble you have taken with it! She will be 
hard to please if she does not like it." 

And then Nell fled away with it, and Hetty 
turned to her books again with a happy feeling 
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at her heart. It seemed to her that she had 
never before had an opportunity of performing 
any voluntary service for those who had been so 
generous towards her, but now she had been 
able to do something which would really give 
pleasure to the guest in their house. And then 
she wished she could see that charming Miss 
Gaythome, who was said to be fond of drawing, 
and to know a great deal about it. She dreamed 
that night that she was walking through a pic- 
ture-gallery with the girl called Reine, who was 
pointing out all the beauties to her as they went. 

In the meantime Reine was greatly delighted 
with the drawing. 

"The girl is really a little genius," she said; 
"will you not allow me to make her acquain- 
tance?" 

" I will ask mamma to invite her to the drawing- 
room some evening," said Nell. "Mother does 
not like her to come often, for fear of spoiling 
her. Phyllis has an idea that Hetty needs a 
great deal of keeping down; but I think it is 
only because Phyllis is so good herself that she 
thinks so badly of Hetty." 

Reine laughed, and a look of fun remained in 
her eyes a few moments after this naive speech 
of Nell's. The peculiarities of Phyllis's style of 
goodness had not escaped Miss Gaythome's quick 
intelligence. 

"And mother minds what Phyllis thinks a 
great deal more than she minds me; because 
Phyllis is so wise, and never gives her any 
trouble." 

The next morning at breakfast Reine said: 

(196) N 
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" Do you know, Mr. Enderby, little Miss Gray 
has made me such a beautiful drawing. She has 
a great talent. I can't help wishing you would 
let her be an artist." 

"Has she been enlisting you against me?" said 
Mr. Enderby, with half a smile and half a frown. 

" I have never even seen her," said Reine; " but 
I am greatly struck with her work." 

" It is clever," assented the master of Wavertree; 
"but pray do not arouse foolish ideas in the 
child's head — ideas which have been fortunately 
laid to rest. I have great faith in the old war- 
ning, "Beware of the man of one book;" and I 
think Hetty will do better to stick to what she 
has begun with. Under Miss Davis she has 
excellent opportunities of becoming fitted to be 
a governess, which, after all, is the safest career 
for a friendless woman. She Hves in a respect- 
able home and is saved from many dangers. 1 
do not hold with the new-fangled notion of letting 
girls run about the world picking up professions." 

And then Mr. Enderby deliberately changed 
the conversation. 

However, Reine could not forget the little 
artist; and that evening, being dressed for dinner 
rather early, she suddenly bethought her of 
making her way uninvited to the school-room. 

" I really must see her and thank her," she re- 
flected; "and I will ask pardon of Mrs. Enderby 
afterwards for the liberty." And then she set 
out to look for the school-room. 

It happened that Hetty was sitting all alone 
at the school-room table; her chin in her hand, 
her eyes fixed on the pages of a book. A window 
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behind her, framing golden sky, and deep-coloured 
foliage, made her the foreground figure of a 
striking picture. Her dark head and flowing 
hair, her pale but richly-tinted face with its 
thoughtful brow and intelligent mouth, her little 
warm brown hand and wrist were all softly and 
distinctly defined against the glories of thi dis- 
tance. As Reine opened the door and came in, 
Hetty looked up as much startled as if an angel 
had come to visit her. 

Reine was dressed aU in white shimmering silk, 
which enhanced the beauty of her bright brunette 
face. Her soft luminous eyes beamed on Hetty 
as she advanced to her with outstretched hands. 

" I came to see you and thank you," she began; 
" I am Reine Gaythome and " 

Suddenly, as Hetty sprang to her feet and 
came forward smiling and facing the light, Reine's 
little speech died on her tongue, and a sharp cry 
broke from her. 

"My mother!" she exclaimed in a tone of deep 
feeling, and stood gazing at Hetty as if a ghost 
had risen up before her. 

Hetty retreated a step, and the two girls stood 
gazing at each other. Miss Gaythome recovered 
herself quickly, but her hands and voice were 
trembling as she took Hetty's little fingers in her 
own. 

" Have I frightened you, dear?" she said; "but 
oh, if you knew how strangely, how wonderfully 
like you are to my darling mother." 

"Your mother?" stammered Hetty. 

" Such a sweet beauty of a young mother she 
was as I remember her — and I have a likeness of 
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her at your age; — it seems to me that you are the 
living image of it." 

"How very strange!" said Hetty with a thrill 
of delight at the thought that she was like any- 
body belonging to this charming girl, especi- 
ally her mother. Hetty had fascinating fan- 
cies of her own about an ideal mother; no real 
mother she had known had ever reached her 
standard. But Reine's mother must surely have 
been up to the mark. And to be told that she, 
Hetty, was like her! She drew nearer to Reine, 
who put her arms round her neck and kissed 
her. 

" I can't tell you how I feel," said Reine, hold- 
ing her off and looking at her. " I feel as if you 
belonged to me someway." 

" Don't turn my head," pleaded Hetty wistfully. 
" Please remember I have no relations and must 
not expect to be loved. I have had great trouble 
about that; and it has been very hard for them 
to manage me." 

"Has it?" said Reine doubtfully. 

"As I'm now nearly grown up," said Hetty, 
"of course I have had to learn to behave myself; 
so don't spoil me." 

" I wish I could," said Reine. " I mean I wish 
I could get the chance. Oh, don't look at me 
like that. But yes, do. Oh, Hetty, my mother, 
my mother!" 

And Reine leaned her arms on the table, and 
laid her head on them, and wept. 

Hetty stood by wondering, and stroked her 
head timidly for sympathy. 

"Don't think me a great goose," said Reine, 
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looking up. And then suddenly silent again she 
sat staring at Hetty. After a few moments she 
sprang up and folded her arms round her and 
held her close. 

"You strange darling, where have you come 
from; and how am I ever to let you go again?" 

A step was heard at the door, and Reine and 
Hetty instinctively withdrew from each other's 
embraces. There was something sacred about 
the feeling which had so suddenly and unexpec- 
tedly overpowered them both. 

Nell came in. 

"Reine, I have been looking for you every- 
where." 

"I came here to thank Miss Gray for her 
design," said Reine, "and I don't think I have 
even mentioned it yet." 

" You are as pale as death," said Nell. " What 
has Hetty been saying to you?" 

" Nothing," said Reine absently, her eyes going 
back to Hetty's face and fixing themselves tnere. 

"How you stare at each other!" said Nell, "and 
I declare your two faces are almost the same this 
moment." 

"Nell!" 

"I always said you were like each other, 
though Phyllis could not see it. Now I am sure 
of it." 

A wild look came into Reine's face. 

"That would be too strange," she said; "for 
she is so like — so like — some one — Oh, Nell, she 
is the very image of my mother!" 

*' Your mother!" echoed Nell, gazing at Hetty 
and thinking she did not look like anybody's 
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mother, with her short frock and her flowing 
hair. 

"But there is the dinner-bell!" she cried, glad 
of the interruption; for Nell had a great dislike 
of anything like a sentimental scene. "You 
must talk about all this afterwards, for we must 
not be late.*' 

" I will come," said Reine, passing her hand- 
kerchief over her face. " Do I look as if I had 
been crying?" 

"Your nose is a little r^d," said Nell; "but 
they will think it is the cold." 

"Then don't say anything about this," said 
Reine; "but I must come and see Hetty again. 
Good-night, darling little mother!" 

"Reine, all my respect for you is gone," said 
Nell as they hastened towards the dining-room. 
" I thought you were as wise as Phyllis. And to 
think of you crying and kissing like that because 
Hetty reminds you of " 

" Don't, Nell," said Reine. " I can't bear any 
more just now." 




CHAPTER SIX. 

IF SHE WAS DROWNED, HOW CAN SHE BE HETTY? 

S^fe?7 FEW friends had joined the Wavertree 
~apm(| family circle that evening, and Beine 
YS Op had no further opportunity o£ speaking 
— — about Hetty. She waa absent and 
thoughtful; but wakened up when asked to sing, 
and sang a thrilling little love song with suen 
power and sweetness as went to everybody's 
heart. She was thinking as she sang of Hetty's 
face, and it was her strange yearning for Hetty's 
love that inspired her to sing as she did. 

That night she could not sleep. Her mother'a 
eyes, with the loving look she remembered so 
well, were gazing at her from all the comers of 
the room. Her mind went back over the recol- 
lections o£ her childhood; and her father's voice 
and her mother's smiles were with her as though 
she had only said good-night to both parents an 
hour ago. The lonely girl, who had everything 
that the world could offer her, except that which 
she longed for most, the afi'ection of family and 
kindred, felt the very depths of her heart shaken 
by the experience of the past evening. That a 
girl who seemed so much a part of herself should 
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have risen up beside her, and yet be nothing to 
her, seemed something too curious to be under- 
stood. Her imagination went to work upon the 
possibilities of Mr. Enderby's being induced to 
give Hetty up to her altogether, to be her adopted 
sister and to live with her for evermore. She 
was aware that people would distrust this sudden 
fancy for a stranger, and that opposition would 
probably be offered to her plan ; but then was she 
not her own mistress; and by perseverance she 
must surely succeed in the end. 

Oh, the delight of having a sister! Reine had 
had a sister, a baby sister lost in infancy, and 
had often taken a sad pleasure in fancying what 
that sister might have been like if she had lived. 
She had been six^ years younger than Reine. 
Hetty was fifteen, about the age that the little 
sister might now have been. Reine sat up in 
her bed and counted the years between fifteen 
and twenty-one twice over on her fingers to 
make perfectly sure. Hetty was the very age of 
the little sister. And so like her mother! If the 
baby sister of whom she had been bereaved could 
be still alive, then Reine would have avowed 
she must be Hetty. 

She was now in a fever of excitement. Her 
curly brown hair had risen in a mop of rings and 
ringlets around her head w^ith tossing on her 
pillow, her eyes were round and bright, and a 
burning spot was on each of her cheeks. At last 
she sprang out of bed and in a minute was at 
Neirs bed-room door. 

Nell was wakened out of a sound sleep by the 
opening of her door. 
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" Don't be frightened, Nell; I'm not a burglar — 
only Reine." 

"What's the matter?" said Nell, rubbing her 
eyes. " Have you got the toothache?" 

"I never had toothache. I want to know 
something." 

" I often want to know things," said Nell, now 
sitting bolt upright in her little bed; " I'm some- 
times dying of curiosity. But it never routed 
me out of my sleep in the middle of the night." 

" It's about Hetty," said Reine, sitting on the 
floor in a faint streak of moonlight, and looking 
like a spirit; if spirits have curly hair. 

"You've gone Hetty-mad !" said Nell; "wouldn't 
Hetty keep till morning? We're not going to 
transport her or lock her up. You will have all 
next week to sit looking at her." 

"Where did you get her?" asked Reine; "I 
know she is a foundling. But she must have 
had a beginning somewhere." 

" Of course she had ; and a most peculiar one. 
She was found on the Long Sands. That is a 
place three miles from Wavertree on the sea- 
shore, where wrecks often come in. John Kane, 
one of the carters, found her, and Mrs. Kane took 
her home. Then Aunt Amy, who is dead, fancied 
her and adopted her. When Aunt Amy died she 
was left unprovided for, and papa brought her 
here; and here she is." 

"Found on the shore where wrecks come in! 
And she is just fifteen. Oh, Nell, are you sure 
you are telling the truth?" 

There was a sound in Reine's voice that startled 
Nell. 
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" The plain truth. Every village child knows 
it. What has it got to do with you?" 

"I don't know. I don't know. I am afraid 
to think. Why, Nell, listen to me. When I was 
a child of six years old, my mother and father 
took me to France. They had inherited a pro- 
perty there and were going to take possession 
of it. They were fond of the sea, and they long 
travelled by sea. While still near this coast the 
vessel was overtaken by storm and wrecked. My 
father, mother, and myself were saved. But my 
little baby sister was washed out of my mother s 
arms and drowned." 

"Well?" 

"Well!" 

" If she was drowned how can she be Hetty, 
if that is what you mean?" 

"They thought she was drowned. We were 
taken into another vessel and carried on to 
France." 

"And never asked any more questions about 
the baby?" 

"I don't know. My father and mother are 
both dead," said Reine pathetically; " I am sure 
they did aU they could. But I know they 
thought they saw her drowned before their eyes." 

" And I suppose they did. Reine, stop walking 
about the floor like crazy Jane, in your bare feet, 
and either come into my bed or go back to your 



own." 



"I am going," said Reine, "please forgive me, 
Nell, for spoiling your sleep." 

" Don't mention it. We can talk all the rest 
in the morning. If you are allowed to go on any 
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more now, you will be mad to-morrow; and, what 
is worse, you will have a cold in your head." 

Nell curled herself up in her pillows again, and 
was soon fast asleep. But Reine could not sleep; 
and came down to breakfast next morning looking 
as pale as a ghost 

After Mr. Enderby had gone to his study Nell 
began: 

" Mamma, do you know Reine has got a bee in 
her bonnet!" 

"My dear, where did you get such an ex- 
pression?" 

" Never mind. It is quite accurate. She be- 
lieves that Hetty is her sister who was drowned 
when she was a baby." 

Mrs. Enderby looked at Reine with a face of 
extreme surprise, 

" Nell talks so much nonsense," she said, " that 
I scarcely know what to think of her speeches 
sometimes." And then seeing Reine^s eyes full 
of tears, she added kindly: 

"Dear child, is there any grain of truth in 
what this wild little scatter-brain has said?" 

Reine burst into tears. 

"Don't mind me, Mrs. Enderby, please; I have 
been awake all night and I don't feel like myself. 
It is only that Hetty Gray is so — so distressingly 
like my mother. And Nell says she was found 
on the sea-shore after a storm and wrecks. And 
it is fourteen years ago. And that is the very 
time when our vessel was wrecked, and my father 
and mother believed that our baby was drowned. 
Oh, Mrs. Enderby, only think ! Is it not enough 
to turn my head?" 
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" It is a very remarkable coincidence at least," 
said Mrs. Enderby ; " but, dear Reine, try to com- 
pose your thoughts. You must not jump too 
nastily at conclusions. At the end of fourteen 
years it will be very diflScult to find evidence to 
prove or disprove what you imagine may be 
true." 

Reine shook her head. "I have thought of 
that; I have thought of it all night." 

" In the first place, are you quite sure about the 
dates?" 

" Quite, on my own side. I have a little New 
Testament in which my father wrote down, the 
day after our rescue, the date of the wreck and a 
record of the baby's death." 

" We must send for Mrs. Kane," said Mrs. En- 
derby ; " and hear what she has to say before we 
allow our imaginations to run away with us." 

" And oh, Mrs. Enderby, — if you saw the like- 
ness of my mother at just Hetty's age! May I 
telegraph for it at once — to let you see it?" 

" Certainly, my dear; for it and that copy of 
the Testament. But not a word to Hetty. It 
would be cruel to run the risk of subjecting her 
to a heavy disappointment." 

The telegram was sent; and Mrs. Kane appeared, 
wondering greatly why she was wanted at the 
Hall in such a hurry. 

"Now, Mrs. Kane," said Mrs. Enderby, "here 
is a young lady who is greatly interested in the 
story of the finding of Hetty Gray on the Long 
Sands by your husband, and I have promised she 
shall hear of it from your own lips." 

They were all gathered round a sunny window 
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in the great brown hall, lined with carved oak 
and decorated with armour and antlers. Mrs. 
Enderby herself pushed a stately old oaken chair 
towards the rose-framed sash and said encourag- 
ingly: 

"Sit down, Mrs. Kane, and make yourself com- 
fortable. There is nothing to be nervous about 
You know we are all friends of your favourite, 
Hetty." 

Mrs. Kane was trembling with some curious 
excitement, and could not remove her eyes from 
Reine Gaythome s face. 

" I do not know who the young lady may be, 
ma am," she said, " but this I will say, that she is 
as like my Hetty as if she was her own bom 
sister." 

A flood of colour rushed over Reine's pale face, 
and she clasped her hands and fixed her eyes on 
Mrs. Enderby. 

"Never mind that," said Mrs. Enderby, "tell 
the young lady what you remember." 

"There's but little to tell," said Mrs. Kane, 
"beyond what everybody knows. John happened 
to be down upon the sands that night and he got 
the baby lying at his feet. He brought her to me 
wrapped in his coat, and says he, * Anne, here's 
God has sent us a little 'un.* And we kept it for 
our own, seein' that nobody asked for it. I have 
the day and the year written in my prayer-book; 
for, says I to myself, some day may be her friends 
will come lookin* for her — out of the sea, or over 
the land, or whatever way providence 11 send 
them. And for one whole week we called her 
nothing but ' H. G."' 
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"H. G!" echoed Reine. 

" Them was the letters that was wrought upon 
the shoulder of her beautiful little shift," said 
Mrs. Ei^ne. " And afterwards we made out that 
they stood for Hetty Gray." 

" She had on a Uttle shift?" 

"Mrs. Rushton got it," said Mrs. Kane. The 
finest bit of baby clothes I ever set my eyes on." 

Reine had come close to Mrs. Kane, and her 
lips were trembling as she went on questioning 
her: 

" Were the letters in white embroidery — satin 
stitch they call it? Were they all formed of little 
flowers curling in and out about the letters; and 
was the chemise of fine cambric with a narrow 
hem?" 

" That's the description as plain as if you were 
looking at it," said Mrs. Kane. 

" I have half a dozen like it at home in one of 
my mother's drawers," said Reine turning red 
and pale. "Where is this little garment? is it not 
to be found?" 

" I have it, dear," said Mrs. Enderby quietly. 
" After Mrs. Rushton's death I took possession of 
it. I hardly anticipated so happy a day as this 
for poor Hetty, but I thought it my duty to 
take care of it." 

The little chemise was produced, and Reine 
identified it as one of the set belonging to her 
baby sister supposed to have been drowned, and 
marked with her initials standing for Helen 
Gaythome. 

" My mother marked them herself," said Reine, 
examining the embroidery as well as she could 
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through eyes blinded by tears. " She was wonder- 
fully skilful with her needle, and took a pride in 
marking all our things with initials designed by 
herself. Oh, Mrs. Enderby, is not this evidence 
enough?" 

"It seems to me so," said Mrs. Enderby, 
" especially taken with the dates and the likeness 
to your family When your mother's portrait 
comes " 

" I must send for the little baby-garments too," 
said Reine; but oh, why need we wait for any- 
thing more? May I not run to my sister, Mrs. 
Enderby?" 

"Calm yourself, my dear Reine, and be per- 
suaded to take my advice. We must consult a 
lawyer and get information as to thfe wrecking of 
the vessel, and the place where the shipwreck 
occurred. It will then be seen whether it was 
possible for a child lost on the occasion to have 
lived to be washed in upon this shore." 

"Possible or not, it happened!" cried Reine. 
" Oh, Mrs. Enderby, unless you can make me sleep 
through the interval I shall never have patience 
to wait." 

The portrait of Reine's mother taken at fifteen 
years of age and the packet of tiny embroidered 
chemises arrived the next morning from London. 
The former looked exactly like a picture of Hetty; 
the latter was the counterpart of the baby-gar- 
ment produced by Mrs. Enderby from a drawer 
of her own. Mr, Enderby was then consulted, 
and admitted that the case seemed established in 
Hetty's favour. However, prudent like his wife, 
he insisted that nothing should be said to Hetty 
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till lawyers had been consulted, and information 
about the wreck of the vessel obtained. 

In the meantime Beine was abruptly sent home 
to London. 

" She will make herself ill if she is allowed to 
stay in the house with Hetty, and obliged to be 
silent towards her as to her discovery," said Mr 
Enderby. " When the chain of evidence is com- 
plete we can think of what to do." 

So Mr. Enderby himself carried off Reine to 
London that very night. 

"It will be necessary to come, my dear," he 
said, "and make inquiries at once. You will 
thus arrive more quickly at your end. Now just 
run into the school-room for a minute and say 
good-bye to Hetty. But if you love her, say 
nothing to disturb the child's peace." 

It cost Reine a great struggle to obey these 
sudden orders; but she saw their drift, and was 
wise enough not to oppose them. In her travel- 
ling dress she appeared in the school-room, where 
Hetty, all unconscious of the wonderful change 
for her that was hanging in the balance of Fate, 
sat at work as usual with Miss Davis. 

" I have come to say good-bye," said Reine; " I 
am called off to London in a hurry. But you 
must not forget me. We will surely meet again." 

Hetty's heart sank with bitter disappointment 
She had been living in a sort of dream since 
yesterday, a dream of happiness at being so 
suddenly and unexpectedly loved by this sweet 
girl who had risen up like an angel in her path. 
The hope of seeing her again and enjoying her 
friendship had kept a glow of joy within her, 



COLD WORDS OF WARNING. 209 

which now went out and left darkness in its place. 
She strove to keep her face from showing how 
deeply she felt what seemed like caprice in Reine. 

Beine looked in her face with that long strange 
gaze which had so impressed Hett/s heart and 
imagination, smothered a sob, snatched a kiss from 
her sister's quivering lips, held her a moment in 
a close embrace, and then turned abruptly and 
was gone. 

"Miss Gaythome seems a rather impulsive 
young lady," said Miss Davis disapprovingly. 
"I wish she had taken a fancy to some one 
else than my pupil. You must try to forget her, 
Hetty. Girls like her, with wealth and power 
and nobody to control them, are apt to become 
capricious, and work mischief with people who 
have business to attend to. I hope you under- 
stand me, Hetty." 

" Yes," said Hetty with a long sigh. 

"You must not expect to see Miss Gaythorne 
again. She will probably have forgotten you 
to-morrow." 

Miss Davis was not in the secret which was 
occupying the minds of several of the inmates of 
Wavertree Hall. 



(196) 



CHAPTER XX. 



HAMT HETTY. 



gM^BOtJT tliree weeks had paaaed away. 
Tymf Hetty had endured the worst throes of 
^Mf\y her (usappointment, and had almost sac- 
ceeded in banishing Reine out of her 
thoQghts. She had steadily turned away her 
eyes from looking back at that beautiful evening, 
when, as if by enchantment, a girl who looked 
and spoke like a sister had held her in a loving 
embrace, lavishing kisses and loving words upon 
her, Hetty, who was known to be nobody's child. 
The quiet studious days went on as if no brilliant 
interruption had ever flashed in upon them. 
Miss Davis, at Mrs, IBkiderby's desire, kept Hetty 
more than ordinarily busy, and hindered her 
frompaying her customary visits to Mrs. Kane. 
Mrs. Enderby distrusted the good woman's ability 
to keep a secret, and, with that prudence which 
had always distinguished her in her dealings 
with Hetty, she was resolved that the girl should 
hear no whisper to disturb her tranquillity till 
such time as her identity should be considered 
satisfactorily proved. 



SELF-OONGRATULATIONa 211 

At the end of three weeks' time, however, news 
came from London to Mr. Enderby which placed 
it beyond a doubt that Hetty was Helen Gay- 
thorne, the baby who had been supposed to be 
drowned. Although Mrs. Enderby and her daugh- 
ters had been prepared for this result of the in- 
quiries that had been on foot, yet the established 
fact, with its tremendous importance for Hetty, 
seemed to come on them with a shock. The child 
who had been protected in their house, no longer 
needed their protection. The girl who was to 
have been sent out soon as a governess to earn 
her bread, would henceforth have pleasant bread 
to eat in a sister's luxurious home. The de- 
pendant, whom it had been thought judicious 
to snub, was now the equal of those who had 
so prudently dealt with her according to their 
lights. 

Mr. and Mrs. Enderby were extremely pleased 
at the child's good fortune, and thankful that 
they had not been induced to send her to a 
charity school. 

"You are always right, dear," said Mrs. En- 
derby, looking at her husband with pride. 
" When I was a coward in the matter you insisted 
on having her here. And if she had gone else- 
where she had never met Reine, and her identity 
could hardly have been discovered." 

" And her sister may thank you that she does 
not receive her a spoiled, passionate, unmanage- 
able monkey Your prudent treatment of the 
girl has had admirable results. Her demeanour 
has pleased me very much of late. Meekness 
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and obedience have taken the place of her wilful- 
ness and pride." 

Nell was perfectly wild with excitement and 
delight, clapped her hands over her head and 
danced about the room. 

"I was always the one who liked Hetty the 
best," she said triumphantly, " and now she will 
remember it. She will ask me to France to stay 
with her. And nobody can warn me any more 
not to give her too much encouragement. I can 
be allowed to make a companion of Miss Helen 
Gaythome." 

"What a very unpleasant way you always 
have of twisting things!" said Phyllis, who had 
been remarkably silent all along as to the change 
in Hetty's circumstances. " I am as glad as any- 
one of Hetty's discovery ^ but I do not see why 
it should make any difference to us." 

"Phyllis takes a more disinterested view of 
the matter than you do, Nell," said Mrs. Enderby 
smiling; "but then my Phyllis was always a wise 
little girl." 

Nell pouted, and Phyllis held her head high. 
Mrs. Enderby thought she knew the hearts of both. 
But the woman who could be so exceedingly pru- 
dent in the management of "nobody's child" was 
blind to a great deal that required skilful treat- 
ment in the characters and dispositions of her 
own daughters. 

Miss Davis was more affected than anyone 
in the house by the news of Hetty's extra- 
ordinary good fortune. Unconsciously to herself 
she had learned to love the girl, whom she had 
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counted upon having by her side for many years 
to come; and it was not without a pang that she 
saw the young figure disappear suddenly out of 
her future. Hetty alone knew nothing of the 
change that had befallen her. 

" In o, my dear," said Mrs. Enderby to Nell, " I 
will not allow you ^o tell her. Indeed, I am a 
little nervous about the matter, for Hetty is such 
a strangely impressionable girl one never knows 
what way she will take things. I must break 
the truth to her myself." 

So Hetty was sent for to Mrs. Enderby's 
dressing-room, and went with rather a heavy 
heart, thinking some complaint had been made of 
her. She had never been so sent for except when 
trouble was impending. 

" I must try to be patient," she was thinking 
as she went up the stairs. " I do not know what 
I can have done so very wrong, but I suppose 
there must be something." 

But her sadness was soon turned into amaze- 
ment and joy. 

" Hetty," said Mrs. Enderby, " Miss Gay thome 
wishes to have you with her in London, on a visit. 
Mr. Enderby and I have consented to allow you 
to go; and I suppose you will not object to give 
her pleasure." 

"Miss Gaythome!" exclaimed Hetty, scarcely 
believing she had heard rightly. 

" She has taken a fancy to you, and wishes to 
have you with her. She is a charming girl, and 
I am sure she will make you happy." 

Hetty's face, glowing with delight, sufficiently 
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answered this last speech; but her tongue could 
find no words. 

''In fact, I may as well tell you/' continued 
Mrs. Enderby, "that Reine has discovered you 
are some kind of relation of hers; and, as she is 
her own mistress and very independent, she will 
be disposed to make the most of the relation- 
ship." 

Hetty was turning slowly pale. "Relation- 
ship!" she murmured. "Am I really related to 
Miss Gaythome?" and Reine's cry, "My mother, 
oh, my mother!" seemed to ring again in her eara 

" I believe so, my dear. There, do not think 
too much of it. At all events, you are to go to 
her now, and she will tell you all about it. But 
mind, you and she are to come back and spend 
Christmas with us. Mark will be at home then, 
and he wiU be anxious to see his old playfellow." 

"Christmas!" echoed Hetty, in new astonish- 
ment. This was only the end of September. . 

" You see, I fancy Reine will not let you go in 
a hurry once she has got you," said Mre. Ender- 
by; "and now, my dear, don't stand there in a 
dream any longer, but run away and get ready 
for the mid-day train. Mr. Enderby has to do 
some business in London, and he will leave you 
in Portland Place. No, you will not have tmie 
to go to see Mrs. Eane. I will give her your 
love, and tell her you will see her when you come 
back." 

" I am not going to have her told till she is in 
her sister's house," reflected Mrs. Enderby; "and 
Mrs, Eitne would be sure to pour out everything 
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suddenly. The child is of so excitable a nature, 
I do not know what might be the consequences 
to her." 

That she could not say good-bye to Mrs. Kane 
made the only flaw in Hetty's happiness; but she 
left a little note for her with Miss Davis, who 
promised to have it safely delivered. And then, 
with smiles and good wishes from everyone, and 
pondering over a few mysterious glances which 
she caught passing from one person to another 
over her hea!d, Hetty took her place by Mr. En- 
derby in his trap, and was whirled away to the 
nearest railway-station. 

Mr. Enderby talked to her kindly as they went 
along, about the pleasures in store for ner in 
London, especially in the picture-galleries, as she 
had a taste for art. 

"And always remember, my dear," he said, 
" that in the rules I laid down for your education 
with a view to your future, I acted as I thought 
best for your good." 

Hetty said warmly, "I know — ^I am sure of 
that;" and then she began to wonder at his curious 
manner of speaking, as if all his dealings with 
her were in the past, and he had no longer any 
control over her. Could it be, she asked herself, 
that Beine was going to take her and have her 
taught to be an artist? 

"Die thought was too delightful to be borne 
with,coiisidering the likelihooa of disappointment. 
She tried to put it out of her head, and listened 
to Mr. Enderby as he talked to her of West* 
minster Abbey and the Tower. 
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That afternoon about five o'clock, in a certain 
handsome drawing-room in Portland Place, Heine 
was flitting about restlessly with flushed cheeks, 
now rearranging the roses in some jar, now 
picking up her embroidery and putting a few 
stitches in it, then going to the window and look- 
ing out. The afternoon tea equipage was on a 
little table beside her, but she did not help her- 
self to a cup. She was evidently waiting for 
some one. 

At last there was a sound of wheels stopping, 
and Heine's trembling hands dropped her work 
into her basket. A ring came to the door, and 
Beine was in the middle of the room, pressing 
her hands together, and listening to the closing 
of the door with impatient delight. 

"Miss Helen Gaythome!" announced the ser- 
vant, who knew that his mistress's young sister 
was expected, and who had not asked Hetty for 
her name. In the excitement of the moment 
Hetty heard, but hardly understood, the announce- 
ment. She thought the servant had made a 
curious blunder. 

" Mr. Enderby will come in the evening,*' began 
Hetty advancing shyly, and then, as the ser- 
vant disappeared, she raised her eyes and saw 
Beine. 

"Hetty — Helen! my darling I my sister!" cried 
Beine, snatching her into her arms and laughing 
and crying on her shoulder. 

"Sister?" murmured Hetty breathlessly, feel- 
ing quite stunned. "Oh, Miss Gaythome, what 
are you saying?" 
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"Do you mean that they have not told you?" 
cried Reine covering her face with kisses. 

" Some kind of a relation," murmured Hetty, 
" that was what they told me. Oh, Miss (Jay- 
thome, think of what you have said! Do not 
make fun of me, I cannot bear it." 

" Fun of you! Why, Hetty, Helen! I tell you 
you are my sister. My ownest, dearest, darlingest 
daughter of my mother — the mother you are so 
like!" 

"But how — ^how can it be?" asked Hetty with 
a look almost of terror on her face. 

" You are our baby who was supposed to have 
been drowned," said Reine. ''That* 8 how it 
comes to be. We were wrecked going to France, 
and you were washed out of my mother's arms. 
And we thought you were drowned. But God 
was keeping you safe for me at Wavertree." 

"How have you found it all out?" said Hetty, 
still holding fast by her doubt, which seemed the 
only plank that could save her from destruction 
in case this enchanting story should prove to be 
all a dream. 

"It is completely proved, you little sceptic!" 
cried Reine. " Mr. Enderby would not have you 
told till the lawyers had pronounced you to be 
Helen Gaythorne. So ask me no more questions 
at present, but give me back some of my kisses. 
You and I are never going to part any more; are 
we?" 

Hetty gave her a long, strange, troubled look, 
and then suddenly broke out into wild weeping. 

" Oh, is it true? Is it really true? Oh, Reine, 
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my sister; if, after this, it comes to be false — 
I shaU die!" 

"It camiot come to be false, because it is 
reality," insisted Reine, as she rocked her weep- 
ing sister in her arms. '' I shall be mother and 
sister and all to you, Helen — ^my poor little 
motherless darling! Cry away, my dearest, for 
this once, and then you shall have some tea. And 
after that you are never to cry any more. You 
and I wiU have a great deal too much to say and 
do together to spend our time over crying. But 
oh, Hetty — Helen — ^if mother and father were 
only here this day!" 

And then Reine cried again herself, and Hetty 
was the comforter. They sat with their young 
heads together and their warm cheeks touching, 
and told as much of their life's stories to each 
other as they could think of at the moment. To 
Reine the great discovery had come gradually, 
and so the present hour was not so strange as it 
was to Hetty. For Hetty the world seemed to 
have got suddenly under a spell of enchantment. 
She could not believe in herself as Helen Gay- 
thome — could not get accustomed to her new 
vision of life. 

" And I shall not need to be a governess. And 
perhaps I may be an artist if I like." 

"You will not need to be either. There is 
enough of wealth for both of us," said Reine. 
" But you can study art to your heart's content. 
And we will go to Italy. And you shall be as 
happy as a queen." 
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And here I think we may take leave of Hetty 
Gray, in the fulness of her happiness, and in 
Reine s loving arms. When I last heard of the 
sisters they were leading a busy, active, and joy- 
ous life. John Kane having died, Mrs. Kane has 
found a home with them; and Scamp, who is 
now quite an old dog, spends his days in tranquil 
ease at Hetty s feet. 



THE END. 
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WITH CLIVE IN INDIA: 

Or the Beginnings of an Empire. By G. A. Hentt, author of 
"Facing Death," "Under Drake's Flag/' "The Young Buglers," 
&c. With 12 full-page Illustrations printed in black and 
tint. In crown 8vo, cloth elegant, bevelled boards, olivine 
edges, 6«. 

The period between the landing of Olive as a young writer in India and 
the close of his career was critical and eventful in the extreme. At its 
commencement the English were traders existing on sufferance of the 
native princes. At its close they were masters of Bengal and of the greater 
part of Southern India. The Author has given a full and accurate account 
of the historical events of that stirring time, and battles and sieges follow 
each other in rapid succession, while he combines with his narrative a tale 
of daring and adventure, which gives a lifelike interest to the volume. 

THE GOLDEN MAGNET: 

A Tale of the Land of the Incas. By Geo. Manville Fenn, 
author of " In the King's Name," " Nat the Naturalist," " Oflf 
to the "Wilds," &c. "With 12 full-page pictures printed in 
black and tint. In crown 8vo, cloth elegant, bevelled boards, 
olivine edges, 6«. 

This is a story of adventure such as will be sure to be attractive to most 
lads of quick imagination, and like most of Mr. Fenn's stories it contains 
genuine descriptive passages and accurate touches of natural history, 
which not only increase its interest but enhance its value. The tale is of 
a romantic lad who leaves home where his father conducts a failing busi- 
ness to seek his fortune in South America, first by finding his uncle, who 
is owner of a coffee plantation on the banks of the Orinoco ; and secondly 
by endeavouring to discover some of that treasure which legends declare 
was ages ago hidden by the Peruvian rulers and the priests of that myste- 
rious country, to preserve it from the Spanish invaders. The hero of the 
story is accompanied by a faithful companion, who, in the capacity both 
of comrade and henchman, does true service and shows the dogged courage 
of the English lad during the strange adventures which befall them. 
The plot of the story is simple, but the movement is rapid and full of 
strange excitement. There are few lads who will not follow it with keen 
enjoyment from beginning to end. 
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UNDER DRAKE'S FLAG. 

A Tale of the Spanish Main. By G. A. Hentt, author of "The 
Young Buglers," " The Cornet of Horse/' "In Times of Peril/' 
&c. Illustrated by 12 full-page Pictures printed in black 
and tint. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, bevelled boards, price 6«. 

" Under Drake's Flag," is a story of the days when England and Spain 
struggled for the supremacy of the sea, and England carried off the paJm. 
The heroes of the story sail as lads with Drake in the expedition in which 
the Pacific Ocean was first seen by an Englishman from a tree-top on the 
Isthmus of Panama, and in his great voyage of circumnavigation. The 
historical portion of the story is absolutely to be relied upon, but this, 
although very useful to lads, will perhaps be less attractive than the great 
variety of exciting adventure through which the young adventurers pass 
in the course of their voyages. 

" A stirring book of Drake's time, and jiut such a book as the youth of this mari- 
time country are likely to prize highly." — Daily Tdegvaph, 



IN THE KING'S NAME: 

Or the Cruise of the Kestrel, By G. Manvillb Fknn, author 
of " Off to the Wilds," " Middy and Ensign," &c. Illustrated 
by 12 full-page Pictures printed in black and tint Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, bevelled boards, price 6s. 

"In the King's Name" is a spirited story of the Jacobite times, con- 
cerning the adventures of Hilary Leigh, a young naval officer. in the 
preventive service off the coast of Sussex, on board the Kestrtl, Leigh 
is taken prisoner by the adherents of the Pretender, amongst whom is an 
early friend and patron who desires to spare the lad's life, but will not release 
him. The narrative is full of exciting and often humorous incident. 

" Mr. Manville Fenn has already won a foremost place among writers of stories 
for boys. ' In the King's Name ' is, we are inclined to think, the best of all his pro- 
ductions in this field. It has the great quality of always 'moving on'— adventure 
following adventure in constant succession." — DaUy News, 

''Told with the fireshness and nerve which characterize all Mr. Fenn 4 wriiingH and 
put him in the front rank of writers for boys." — Standard. 
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BY SHEER PLUCK: 

A Tale of the Ashanti War. By G. A, Henty, author of " Facing 
Death," " Under Drake's Flag," " The March to Coomassie," 
&c. With 8 full-page Illustrations printed in black and tint. 
In crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 5s, 

The Ashanti Campaign seems but an event of yesterday, but it happened 
when the generation now rising up were too young to have made them- 
selves acquainted with its incidents. The author has woven, in a tale of 
thrilling interest, all the details of the campaign, of which he was himself 
a witness. EUs hero, after many exciting adventures in the interior, finds 
himself at Cooinassie just before the outbreak of the war, is detained a 
prisoner by the king, is sent down with the army which invaded the British 
Protectorate, escapes, and accompanies the English expedition on their 
march to Coomassie. 



THE WIGWAM AND THE WAR-PATH: 

Stories of the Red Indians. By Ascott R. Hope, author of 
" Stories of Old Renown," " Buttons," &c. With 8 full-page 
Pictures by Gordon Browne, printed in black and tint. In 
crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 5*. 

The interest taken by boys in stories of the North American Indians is 
probably as keen as ever. At all events the works of Fenimore Cooper and 
other writers about the red men and the wild hunters of the forests and 
prairies are still among the most popular of boys* books. ** The Wigwam 
and the War-path " consists of stories of Red Indians which are none the 
less romantic for being true. They are taken from the actual records of 
those who have been made prisoners by the red men or have hved among 
them, joining in their expeditions and taking* part in their semi-savage but 
often picturesque and adventurous life. The stories are conscientiously 
told, and may be regarded as truthful pictures of scenes, events, and 
occurrences which are full of interest not only for youthful readers, but in 
a great measure for those of older growth. 



BlaeUe £ Son's Nem PuUicaH&m. 



STORIES OF OLD RENOWN. 

Tales of KaigbtB &Dd Heroes. Bj Ascott B. Hope, Author of 
"Spindle Stories," "The Old Tales of Chivalry," " Stories of 
Long Ago," &C. &c With nearly 100 IllnstratioDs, of which 
8 are full-pago aize, from Drawings by Gordon Brownb. 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, design ou side, bevelled boards, 
oliviue edges, 5(. 
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FACING DEATH: 

Or tlie Hero of the Yaughan Fit. A Tale of the Coal Mines. 
By G. A. Henty, author of "In Times of Peril," &c. With 
8 full-page Illustrations printed in black and tint. Crown 
8vOy doth elegant, price 5«. 

"Facing Death" is a story with a purpose. It is intended to show that 
a lad who makes up his mind firmly and resolutely that he will rise in life, 
and who is prep«red to face toil and ridicule and hardship to carry out his 
determination, is sure to succeed. The hero of the story, though only a 
colliery lad, is a character that boys will delight in. He is a typical British 
boy, dogged, tamest, generous, and though ''shamefaced" to a degree, is 
ready to face death in the discharge of duty. His is a character for imita- 
tion by boys in every station, who will assuredly be intensely interested in 
the narrative. 

" The tale is well written and well illustrated, and there is much reality in the 
characters. " — A thenceum. 

** If any fetther, godfather, dergymau, or schoolmaster is on the lookout fbr a good 
book to give as a present this season to a boy who is worth his salt, this ia the 
book we would recommend. " — Standard, 



NAT THE NATUKALIST: 

Or a Boy's Adventures in the Eastern Seas. By Geo. MANYiUiE 
Fenn, author of "Off to the Wilds/' &c. &c. Illustrated by 
8 full-page Pictures executed in black and tint. Crown 8vo, 
cloth elegant, price 5«. 

This is a pleasant story of a lad who, though he is brought up in a strictly 
quiet fashion by an aunt, has a great desire to go abroad to seek speci- 
mens in natural history, and has that desire gratified by an uncle who 
comes home from distant lands, whence he brings a beautiful collection. 
The boy Nat and his uncle Dick go on a voyage to the remoter islands of 
the Eastern seas, and their adventures there are told in a truthful and 
vastly interesting fashion, which will at once attract and maintain the 
earnest attention of young readers. The descriptions of Mr. Ebony, their 
black comrade, and of the scenes of savage life, are full of genuine humour. 

" We can conceive of no more attractive present for a young naturalist." — Land 
and Water. 

" A really delightftil stoiy of the adventures of a naturalist and his nephew in the 
Spice Islands."— Tnttt. 

"The pictures, as we have remarked before of Messrs. Blackie's books, are far 
above the average, both in drawing aud in reproduction." — Academy, 



Blaelae & Son's New Pvhlkaiions. 



CHEEP AND CHATTER: 

Or, Lessons from Field and Treb. By Alice Banks. With 

50 Character IlluBtratious by Gordon Brownb, of which four 
)tre full-page size. Small 4to, cloth, handsome design on 
r, 3*. (id. 




About a dozen higbly dmmatic sketchoa or little atones, the actors in 
which ore not men anA women but birds, iKsasie, and insects. They are 
instructiTe, suited to the capacities of young people, and very amueing. 
The curious and laughable thing is the clever way in which mice, sparrows, 
and butterflies are made to act and talk juet as one should imagine mice, 
sparrows, or butterflies would act and talk, and yet so wouderfully like 
men and women, or boys and girls, at the same time. We take an 
absorbing interest in the aiirentures of "Pcepy" and "Cbeepy," and 
" Birdie " and " Pecky," in the opinions they eiprees and the characters 
they develop, just as if they were papas and mamas, and boys and girls; 
and whether we are in Fairy-land, or Mouse-land, or Bird-land, or in real 
Bay-aud-girl-lojkd, we cease to be sure, or, for the matter of that, to care. 
The character drawings, with which the book is profusely illuetratfld, are 
delightfully funny. 
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PICKED UP AT SEA: 

Or the Gold Miners of Minturne Creek, and other Stories. Bj 
John C. Hutchbson, author of "Caught in a Trap," "The 
Penang Pirate," &c. With 6 full-page Pictures in Colour. 
In crown 8vo, doth extra, 3s. 6d, 

" Picked up at Sea," is the story of a young English lad, rescued in mid 
Atlantic from a watery grave, and taken out west by a party of gold digg^ers 
to the wild regions of the Black Hills in Dakota. Here, after warring 
with the elements during months of unceasing toil in their search for the 
riches of the earth, and having the result of their indefatigable labour well 
nigh torn from their grasp when on the verge of victory by a desperate 
onslaught of Sioux braves under ** Spotted Tail," success at last rewards 
the efforts of the adventurous band and their prot^g€. The tale aboimds 
in exciting scenes and stirring incidents — about mining mishaps, shooting 
exploits, and fights with the hostile Indians, — all tending to show that 
pluck and perseverance when allied to a good cause invariably win in the 
long run all the world over. The remainder of the book consists of spicy 
yarns of life afloat and ashore by an "old salt," detailing adventures 
amongst pirates and brigands, cut- throats and mutineers, in which heroism 
comes out in relief as opposed to cowardice and cravenly fear ; while the 
dangers of the deep and the perils of those who " go down to the sea in 
ships " are not forgotten. 



DE. JOLLIFFE'S BOYS: 

A Tale of Weston School. By Lewis Hough, author of " Phil 
Crawford," &c. With 6 full-page Pictures in black and tint. 
In crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d, 

A story of school life which will be read with genuine interest, especially 
as it exposes some of the dangers which eveu in these days of high mstruc- 
tion may beset lads who are ill instructed at home or have been thrown 
among vicious or unscrupulous companions. The descriptions of some of 
the characters of the boys at Dr. Jolliffe's are vivid and truthful, — that of 
the worst boy being not too revolting, although it is necessarily painful as 
conveying a very distinct impression which should be useful in warning 
lads against giving way to overweening personal conceit and envy of the 
achievements of others. Perhaps the best touch in the book is the subtle 
description of the manner in which the best boy may exhibit weakness of 
purpose and some meannesses under the influence of flattery and of tempo- 
rary luxury. The narrative throughout is bright, easy, and lighted by 
touches of humour, and the plot is so well sustained that the reader goes 
on to the end without abatement of the keen interest which is provoked in 
the very first chapter. 
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GAENERED SHEAVES. 

A Tale for Boys. By Mrs. Emma Batmond Pitman, author of 
" Mission Life in Greece and Palestine," &c. With 4 full- 
page Illustrations printed in black and tint. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, price 3s, 6d. 

This Tale gives in narrative form the history and adventures of a class of 
Sunday-school boys. Each boy's career is full of interest. In some chapters 
we are taken to America, during the civil war, and mingle in scenes relat- 
ing to the battle-field; while, in other chapters, we listen to the quiet 
teachings of one of God's faithful servants, who strove to ** gamer sheaves 
for Christ. " The wide difference between the honourable upright youth, and 
one who is clever and cunning, but dishonest, is here depicted by incidents 
from the life; and it is proved that ''godliness hath promise of the life 
that now is," as well as oi that which is to come. From this tale Sunday- 
school teachers may learn that their ** labour shall not be in vain in the 
Lord." 

'"Garnered Sbeavee' is a charming story of the after life and labours of two 
Simday-aohool aoholars whoee careen were divene iu their character and influence." 
— Chrittian Union. 

" The inddente are well depicted, and the characters are true to life. . . . We 
shall be glad of more such sheaves as these." — Freeman. 

" It should be read by every youth who is leaving school and home for business." — 
Literary World. 



MY GOVERNESS' LIFE: 

Or Earning my Living. By Mrs. Emma Batmond Pitman 
author of " Mission Life in Greece and Palestine," " Heroines 
of the Mission Field,** " Vestina's Martyrdom," " Profit and 
Loss," &c. &C. With 4 full-page Illustrations. Cloth neat, Zs, 6d, 

This Story, told in the first person, is largely concerned with a young 
woman cast upon the world by ner father's death, and compelled to earn 
her living by the exercise of whatever talent she possesses. Some of the 
minor characters in the narrative are skilfully depicted, notably the old 
Cornish couple who figure in the little Methodist chapel; and the young 
man of science, who is shown to have missed his way in substituting 
science for faith in a personal God, but by painful chastening is recovered 
and led to the cross of Christ as a humble believer. Finally, he marries 
tiie heroine of the story, and turns out a good and useful man. The aged 
clergyman is a fine specimen of culture and Christian charity. The scenes 
of boarding-school life here depicted are full of vivacity and reality. 
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LIFE'S DAILY MINISTEY. 

A Story of Everyday Service for Others. By Mrs. Emma Ray- 
mond Pitman, author of " Mission Life in Greece and Pales- 
tine," " Heroines of the Mission Field," " Vestina^s Martyr- 
dom," " Profit and Loss," &c. &c. With 4 full-page Illustrations 
printed in black and tint. Crown 8vo, cloth neat, Zs. 6d. 

A Stoiy of self-sacrifice in various forms, and of some touching expe< 
riences of life. Some of the characters are very attractive, others very 
repulsive ; but all tend to show that true honour and happinras are to be 
found in serving others, according to our capacity, and so imitating Him 
'* who went about doing good." Some experiences of a sincere and gifted, 
but doubting youth, helpless through spinal disease and destined to early 
death, and his attainment of faith, light, and peace, are peculiarly affect- 
ing. Bis brother, the medical student, is eventually brought back to faith 
in his mother's God, after wandering very far in sin and folly. Olive 
Forrester, the chief heroine of the story, presents an example of saintly 
self-denial for the sake of her dead sister's children. 



FLORENCE GODFEEY'S FAITH. 

A Story of Australian Life. By Mrs. Emma Raymond Pitman, 
author of " Heroines of the Mission Field," &c. With 4 full- 
page Illustrations printed in black and tint. Crown 8vo, doth 
extra, price 3«. 6d. 

This Tale traces the career and adventures of a family who were forced 
to leave Manchester during the time of the cotton famine, and seek a home 
in Australian wilds. Florence, the central character of the story, is a very 
lovely one ; and in spite of girlish tunidity, girlish fear, and natural shrink- 
ing, succeeds in raising a Christian church in the wilderness. The story 
teaches the lesson of perseverance in well-doing, and shows how faithful 
effort is rewarded. 

** This is a clever, and what is better still, a good book, written with a fireahneas 
and power which win the reader's sympathies, and carry the story along unflagginglj 
to the close." — Christian Olobe. 

** A story which will be eagerly read by boys, and which can hardly &il to promota 
the growth of a manly type of Christian character." — Literary World. 

"This is a very interesting book, and a suitable present for young men or women. 
The influence of the tale is pure and bracing." — Freeman. 

** Mrs. Pitman's works are all to be prized for their ennobling character — ipan, 
elevating, interesting, and intellectual."— (7Aru<tan Union, 
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BROTHER AND SISTER: 

Or the Trials, of the Moore Family. By Elizabeth J. Lysaght, 
author of " Nearer and Dearer," &c. With 6 full-page Illus- 
trations in black and tint. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, price ds, 6d. 

An interesting story for young people, showing by the narrative of the 
vicissitudes and struggles of a family which has "come down in the world," 
and of the brave endeavours of its two younger members, how the pressure 
of adversity is mitigated by domestic affection, mutual confidence, and 
hopeful honest effort. 

''A pretty story, and well told. The plot is cleverly constructed, and the moral 
is excellent." — AtJienceum. 

" A charming story, admirably adapted for young people, which relates the brave 
endeavours of the two youngest members of a family which has become reduced in 
oiroumstanoes to mitigate the pressure of adversity."— «Socte<jr. 



DORA: 

Or a Girl without a Home. By Mrs. K. H. Bead, author of 
"The Lawyer's Daughter," &c. &c. With 6 full-page Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 3s. 6d, 

The story of a friendless orphan girl, who is placed as pupil-teacher at 
the school in which she was educated, but is suddenly removed by hard 
and selfish relatives, who employ her as a menial as well as a governess. 
Through a series of exciting adventures she makes discoveries respecting a 
large property which is restored to its rightful owners, and at the same 
time she secures her escape from her persecutors. The character of Dora 
is a very sweet one, and the interest of the stery is so sustained that it can 
scarcely fail to please the reader. 

UNRAVELLED SKEINS: 

Or Tales for the Twilight. By Greqson Gow. Illustrated by 
four facsimile Designs in black and tint. Crown 8vo, cloth 
elegant, price 2s, 6d, 

" For a volume of neat stories carefully told commend us to this "—SeoUman. 

MYTHS AND LEGENDS 
OF ANCIENT GREECE AND ROME. 

A Hand-book of Greek and Roman Mythology, by E. M. Berens. 
Illustrated from Antique Sculptures in a highly interesting 
and instructive manner. Cloth elegant, price Zs. 6d. 

"Written in a spirit of reverent sympathy and of well-sustained interest, while its 
alwolute purity should sectire it a place in every family." — Sc?iOolm(uter. 
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JACK O' LA^'THOEK 

A Tale of Adventure. Bj Hkjhit Frith, author of " Through 
Flood, through Fire," "On the Wiugs of the Wind," &c. 
With 4 full-page Illustrations, printed in black and tint. In 
crown 8vo, doth elegant, 2«. Qd. 

This is a stoiy which win be chieflj atbactive to boys, and most boys 
will read it with genuine interest, for it is told in a straightforward fashion 
by the hero himself, a lad whose father was a Bristol tradesman in the 
days when George the Third was king, and when " Jack the Painter " was 
trying to set fire to the shipping in Government dockyards. The boy, who 
tells his own history, gets into certain scrapes, and at Uie sea-coast makes 
the acqxiaintance of Jack o' Lanthom, a sailor and the keeper of a light- 
ship. The lad and a companion accidentally drifting out to sea in an open 
boat, discover in a singular manner the approach of ihe Spanish fleet, and 
Jack o' Lanthom accompanies the hero of the tale to report what they 
have seen. Seized by a pres&gang they are taken off to sea, and eventu- 
ally take part in the defence of Gibraltar, and have some strange adventures 
of their own. The author of the book has not only kept closely to the 
history of the time, but has preserved the speech and manner of the 
narrator. The episodes are str^ing, the plot full of peculiar interest, and 
there have been few books published recently which so well represent ihe 
spirit of those entertaining stories of the sea which made the reputation 
of Marryat and of the author of " Tom Cringle's Log." 



A WAIF OF THE SEA: 

Or, the Ijost Found. By Kate Wood, author of " Lory Bell," &c. 
With 4 full-page Illustrations. In small Svo, cloth extra, 2«. Qd, 

"A Waif of the Sea" is the kind of story which is likely to enlist the 
sympathies of a large number of readers, for it deals very pathetically with 
the sorrows and trials of children, and of mothers who are separated from 
their children. With a gentle and affecting strain of religious feeling 
which is neither too prominent nor too precise, the narrative is full of 
human interest, and the lives and struggles of the people of a poor London 
neighbourhood are well portrayed without unnecessary coarseness on the 
one hand or a too romantic colouring on the other. The child-character 
of ''Little Birdie" and her short but affecting story will attract and 
delight many readers, while the grown-up personages in the book are very 
accurately and pleasingly drawn. One of the charms of the story is its 
easy transition from town to country, and the freshness imparted to the 
descriptive touches both of "Gk»lden Square" and of the "Old Manor 
House." 
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HETTY GEAY; 

Or Nobody's Bairn. By Rosa Mulholland, author of " Four 

Little Mischiefs," &c. With 4 full-page Illustrations. In 

small 8vo, cloth extra, 2«. (jd. 

" Hetty Gray " is the storv of a girl who, having been found as an infant 
by a villager, is brought up oy his wife, and is a kind of general pet, till an 
accident causes a rich widow to adopt her, and spoil her by bringing her up 
in alternate indulgence and neglect. On the death of her adoptive mother 
Hetty, who is left \inprovided for, is taken by the widow's relatives to be 
educated in the family as a dependant, but with a view to her gaining her 
liveUhood as a governess, an event which is prevented by a rather remark- 
able discovery. The tale is carried on throughout with the simplicity but 
genuine effect which distinguishes Miss Mulholland's writing, and the 
mterest felt by the reader in the struggles and trials of the foundling, and 
the gradual development of her character imder circumstances often 
pathetic but frequently humorous, is maintained to the last. 

THE BALL OF FORTUNE; 

Or Ned Somerset's Inheritance. By Charlbs Pearcb, author of 

" Frank the Fisher-boy," &c. With 4 full- page Illustrations 

printed in black and tint. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2«. 6c?. . 

A story of plot and character dealing with some out of the many scenes 
of London life, and founded on the strange bequest left by a sea captain, 
and the endeavours of some unscrupulous persons to obtam possession of 
it before the discovery of the true heir in the person of a neglected street 
Arab. The story is Uvely and attractive, and the incidents move so quickly 
that the attention of the reader is sustained throughout. 

"It is a bright genial story, which boys will thoroughly enjoy. . . . The moral 
lies in the story Itself, and is not administered in a succession of pious pills with 
sweet draughts of racy fiction between to take the taste away. We hare seen few 
better stories for boys this tioaaon**— Birmingham Daily Pott. 

THE FAMILY FAILING. 

By Darlet Dale, author of "Little Bricks," "The Black 

Donkey," "A Tearful Victory," &c. &c. With 4 full-page 

Illustrations. Cloth elegant, 2«. ^d. 

This is a lively and amusing account of a familv, the members of which 
while they lived in affluence were remarkable for their discontent, but who, 
after the loss of fortune has compelled them to seek a more humble home 
in Jersey, become less selfish, and develop very excellent traits of char- 
acter under the pressure of comparative adversity. Their escapades and 
narrow escapes from serious dangers form an exciting part of the narrative, 
which contains many pleasant episodes of life in the Channel Islands. 
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EPISODES OF THE SEA IN FORMER DAYS: 

Beoords of Saifering and Saving. A Book for Boys. With 
engraved Title and Frontispiece, doth elegant, 28, 6d, 

Stories of ahipwreck, famine, mutiny, and the other miaf ortones which 
befoll the mariner, will always be appreciated by those who love to read of 
deeds of daring, and to ponder on the lessons which may be drawn from 
them. This volume comprises nairatiyes of occurrences wMch have become 
historical, such as the ever-memorable mutiny of the JBounhfj and many 
others of equal interest. 

EPISODES OF CAPTIVITY AND EXILE 

In Tarioos Parts of Europe. A Book for Boys. With engraved 
Title and Frontispiece. Cloth elegant^ 28, 6d, 

CSaptivily and Escape is at all times an attractive subject for youthful 
minds, presenting as it does to them scenes of adventurous daring, hard- 
ship, and suffering, calculated to excite their natural ardour and draw 
forth their ready sympathies. The tales embodied in this volume will be 
found to comprise those of the most fascinating description. 

EPISODES OF HISTOEY: 

Stirring Incidents in the Lives of Men and Nations. A Book 
for Youth. With engraved Title and Frontispiece. Cloth 
elegant, 28. 6d, 

In the compilation of this volume the object has been to give a series of 
sketches stretching over a long term of time, rather than a finished picture 
of any definite period. These have been collected during an extensive 
course of reading, and the only attempt made at classification has been 
to place the articles in chronological order. 

EPISODES OF DISCOVERY IN ALL AGES. 

A Book for Youth. With engraved Title and Frontispiece. 
Cloth extra, 28. 6d, 

In this work will be found accounts of a few of the most famous dis- 
coverers and explorers of former days. The materials from which this 
volume has been compiled were gathered from scarce records and other 
trustworthy sources ; and the whole forms a series of incidents of unex- 
ampled interest in the world's history. 
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EPISODES OF FOREIGN LIFE AND MANNERS, 

And Pictures of Foreign Lands. A Book for Youth. With 
engraved Title and Frontispiece. Cloth elegant^ 2s, 6d, 

The object in this work is to whet the appetite rather than to satiate the 
mind of the readers — to create within them a desire to know more of the 
strange countries and peoples here mentioned. 

EPISODES OF PERSONAL ADVENTURE 

In Field, Flood, and Forest. A Book for Boys. With engraved 
Title and Frontispiece. Cloth elegant, 28. 6d, 

The incidents are wholly founded on the real experiences of those who 
figure in them. They have been carefully selected from numerous sources. 

THE NEWSPAPER READER. 

Selections from leading Journals of the Nineteenth Century on 
Events of the Day. By H. F. Bussey and T. W. Reid. 
With engraved Frontispiece. F'cap 8vo, cloth extra, 28. 6d, 

" The idea of the book is admirable, and its execution is exoellent. It is extremely 
Interesting. It may be read not merely by young people, but by old ones, and they 
will find profit to themselves in its perusaL The work is well done." — ScoUnum. 

THE BRITISH BIOGRAPHICAL READER: 

Brief Biographies of prominent British Heroes, Statesmen, Dra- 
matists, Poets, Scientific Men, &c. Illustrated by numerous 
Portraits. Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, 28. 6d. 

"A number of excellent portraits add oonsiderably to the attractiveness of the 
work, which may safely be pronounced one of the most interesting of the Series." — 
Aberdeen Journal. 

LONDON, PAST AND PRESENT. 

Being Notices Historical and Descriptive of Ancient and Modem 
London. With Illustrations. F'cap 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

*' A compilation from which a variety of interesting information may be gathered 
with regard to the past history and present condition of the metropolis." — Athenceum. 
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THE WINGS OF COUKAGE, 

And The Cloud-Spinner. TraDslated from the French of 
George Sand, by Mrs. Corkran. With 2 coloured Illustra- 
tions. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 28. 

These stories are among the most attractiye of the many tales which the 
great French novelist wrote for her grandchildren. Hitherto the juvenile 
stories told by George Sand have been little known in this country, but 
^ej are so full of fancy, of vivid description, and of a keen appreciation 
of the best way to arouse the interest of juvenile readers that it is time 
they were introduced here. The romantic manner in which they are told 
lenos to them the kind of enchantment which thoughtful children deeply 
appreciate. 

FOUR LITTLE MISCfflEFS. 

By BosA MuLHOLLAND, author of "Five Little Farmers," &c. 
With 3 full-page Pictures in colours. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 28. 

This stoiT of child-life is one of the most amusing of the author's excel- 
lent little books. Its fun is innocent, its incident both captivating cmd 
instructive. 

" Will be read with abeorbing interest by the yoongstera.'* — Land and Water. 

OUE DOLLY: 

Her Words and Ways. By Mrs. R H. Bead. With many Wood- 
cuts, and a Frontispiece in colours. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 28, 

A story for children, showing the growth and development of character 
in a little girl, and describing the surroundings of the family and a series 
of entertaming small adventures suitable for- very juvenile readers. 

" Prettily told and prettily illastrated.*' — Quai'dian. 

FAIRY FANCY: 

What she Heard and what she Saw. By Mrs. R. H. Read. 
With many Woodcut Illustrations in the text, and a Frontis- 
piece printed in colours. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 28. 

The tale is designed to show the influence of character even among little 
children, and the narrative is such as to awaken and sustain the interest of 
the younger readers. 

'' The authoress has very great insight into child nature, and a sound healthy tone 
pervades the book." — Olasgow Herald. 

" All ifl pleaoant, aloe reading, vrith a little knowledge of natural bistoiy and other 
dry matters gently introduced and divested of drynmi,"—Fractictd Teacher, 
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ADVENTURES OF MRS. WISHING-TO-BE. 

By Alice Corkran, author of " Latheby Towers," &c. With 3 

full-page Pictures in colours. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 28, 

The strange adventures of a very young lady, showing how she met with 
the wonderful people of nursery legend and the manner of her introduction 
to them. A tale for the Little Ones. 

** Simply a charming book for little girls. We have a good deal of confidence in 
recommending the book, which is, moreover, well illustrated."— iSo^uixiay Review. 

NAUGHTY MISS BUNNY: 

Her Tricks and Troubles. A Story for Little Children. With 

3 Illustrations in colours. By Clara Mulholland. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, price 2s, 

This is a book which wiU amuse quite little folks, as a story of the way- 
ward tricks of a spoiled child, and the scrapes into which they lead her. 
The story consists of small incidents such as please small listeners, who will 
be interested not only in Miss Bunny's naughtiness, but in her reformation. 

"This naughty child is poeitively delightful. Papas should not omit 'Naughty 

Miss Bunny' fh>m their list of juvenile presents." — Land and Water, 

•■V 

NEW LIGHT THROUGH OLD WINDOWS. 

A Series of Stories illustrating Fables of ./Esop. By Gregson 
Gow. With 3 full-page Pictures in colours. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 28, 

A series of stories designed to bring before the young mind, in a new 
and entertaining form, some of the shreds of wit and wisdom which have 
come down to us from ancient times in the guise of fables. Although 
amusement has been a chief end aimed at, most of the tales will be found 
to suggest some important truth, or teach some sound lesson in practical 
morality. 

*' Bacy, pointed, and fitted to delight young tolkB."— Freeman. 

" Entertaining for young and old alike." — L\fe. 

MADGE'S MISTAKE. 

A EecoUection of Girlhood. By Annie E. Armstrong. With 

2 coloured Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, 1*. 6c?. 

This is a lively, interesting litUe story, the characters are well marked, 
and the plot, although simple, is so well worked out as to lead ihe reader, 
young or old, on to the last word. 
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TROUBLES AND TRIUMPHS OF LITTLE TIM. 

A City Story. By Greqson Gow, author of "Tales for the 
Twilight." With two Illustrations in colour. Foolscap 8vo, 
192 pp.^ cloth extra, .1«. 6d 



*' Strong in character and fall of incident, and the narrative all through is in- 
teresting and touching."— £ScItn5tiri;rA Daily Review. 

** An unmistakable undercurrent of sympathy with the strnggles of the poor, and 
an ability to describe their feelings undw various circumstances, eminently charao- 
teristio of Dickens, are marked features in Mr. Gow's BU>ry."— North British JUcuL 

THE HAPPY LAD. 

A Story of Peasant Life in Norway. From the Norwegian ol 
Bjornstjerne Bjomson. With Frontispiece in colour. Fools- 
cap Svo, 192 pp., cloth extra, Is, 6d, 

"The lad is happy from being a plucky boy, a good son, and a successful lover."— 
QUugow Herald. 

INTO THE HAVEN. 

Bj Annie S. Swan, author of " Shadow Lives," « Thankful Eest," 
&c. With two Illustrations printed in colour. Foolscap 8vo, 
192 pp., cloth extra, 1^. Qd, 

" Ko story more attractive ... by reason of its breezy freshness and unforced 
pathos, as well as for the wholesome practical lessons it conveys." — ChriaUan Leader. 

BOX OF STOEIES. 

Packed for Young Folk by Horacb Happyman. A Series of 
interesting Tales for the Young. With 2 Illustrations printed 
in colours. Foolscap 8vo, 192 pp., cloth extra, 1«. QcL 

JEANNE D'AEC, THE PATRIOT MAETYE: 

And other Narratives of Female Heroism in Peace and War. 
Illustrated by 2 Pictures printed in colours. Foolscap 8vo, 
cloth extra, \s. Gd. 
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THE NEW BUY AT MERRITON. 

By JoLlA GoDDARD "With Frontiapiece in colour, Fcap Svo, 
128 pp., cloth extra, price 1j. 

"AftoiTOtEiiclialiHhfMl lift. Itii&n tttampt Is twoh 1 Kiinenhat 1iigli«' coda 
or bononr thrtu that vhlch pnTalla among; thA gen«nl ran of Khoolbojip and Uiv 
IflitQia makee a very good itorj." — Sdioot Board CUronitie. 

THE BLIND BOY OF DRESDEN. 

With Frontispiece in colour. Fcap 8vo, 128 pp., cloth extra, 
price It. 

"Thit iiaftunilTitoTTof grwtpathoi. Itdoea not obtrailvel^ dlctaCe Ita laaon, 
but It quirti J introdnnB, aiid lo&Teait witbiu the fa«aTt.''—ri4Acrd<fli /ounuU. 

JON OF ICELAND: 

A Tme Story, With FrontiBpiece in colour, Pcap 8vo, 128 pp., 
cloth extra, price U. 

"'Jono( loaland' ii a tlordj, well ednoatid jooDg looUndor, wlut bewmea a no- 
eeaafDl teacliflr. [t glTet ohildrea a clear idea of the chief phjeleal foaturtH of the 
lalandiAudof bheiimpleutdmanljchftriMiterof italahabltanto." — School Quardian. 

STORIES FROM SHAKESPEARE. 

By Macfarlakd and Abby Saoe. With Frontiapiece in colour, 
F'cap 8vo, 128 pp., doth extra, price 1*. 



EVERY MAN IN HIS PLACE: 

The Story of a City Bny and a Forest Boy. With Frontispiece 
in colour. Fcap 8vo, 128 pp., cloth extra, price 1*. 

" Thli li the huloTT of the aon oT a wHltb; HamburK merchant, *ha irlihed to 
Ibllow Id tbi aUiia of Robinioa Cnuoa. Ha Tieited Uellgoland and tha Harti Uonn- 
taJne. and wa» put to the Mat, ami bacmie «)n»]noodm the and that it it better to 
n the life of ■ nwlthf mervbaDt in a great city than to endnra hardihJp by lAaioa," 



— Sciwta 



tl CkromcU. 



22 Blackie & Son's New PvblicaMms. 



FIRESIDE FAIRIES and FLOWER FANCIES: 

Stories for Girls. With Frontispiece in colour. F'eap 8vo, 
128 pp., cloth extra, price Is. 

" Nine Btories are indtided, all for girls, enoooragixig them to try and do their 
duty. Young Mrvanta would find this book very intei-esting." — The Sehoolmitlreu. 

TO THE SEA IN SHIPS: 

Stories or Supferino and Saving at Sea. With Frontis- 
piece in colour. F'cap Svo, 128 pp., cloth extra, price Is, 

" To the Sea in Shipg records several noted disasters at sea, such as the foundexing 
of the London and the wreck of the AUantie. It also contaios narratives of suooesB- 
fUl rescues. This is a capital book for boys." — School GtMitlian. 

JACK'S VICTORY: 

And other Stories about Dogs. With Frontispiece in colour. 
Pcap Svo, 128 pp., cloth extra, price Is. 

" Eveiy boy, and some girls, take great delight in reading about dc^. Well, Jack 
was a dog ; a famous and wonderful one, too. He became leader of a team in Green- 
land, and some rare exploits he took part in. He would not sleep in a house ; he 
would not hide from an enemy; he would not harm the defenceless. Besides * Jack's 
Victory' there are ten other stories about dogs in this volume. These narratives are 
not old ODMf but are fi:esh and pleasing." — The Schoolmistrtst. 

THE STORY OF A KING, 

Told by one op his Soldiers. With Frontispiece in colour. 
F'cap 8vo, 128 pp., cloth extra, price Is. 

** This book recounts the boyhood and reign of Charles XII. of Sweden. The wart 
in which he was engaged and the extraordinary victories he won are well described, 
and equally so are the misfortunes which latterly came on him and his kingdom 
through his uncoutivilable wilfuinesa." — Aberdeen Journal. 
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LITTLE DANIEL: 

A Stniy of a. Flood od the Ehine. Witli Frontiapiece in colour. 
Fcap 8vo, 128 pp., doth extra, price 1«. 

"A ilinpls and touuhing itoty of ft flood on tho Rhine, told uwatl u Qoorga 
Eliot B gniihlallj vroto of Thi itiU tm Iht Ffou,"— Oukiikii. 

PRINCE ALEXIS: 

A Tale of Old Eusaja. With Frontispiece in coloui. Fcap 8vo, 
128 pp., cloth extra, price 1«. 

This is a legend wrought into a atary, rendaring a flcUon of Life in 



SASHA THE SERF, 

And other Stories of KussiaD Life. With Frontispiece in colour. 
F'cap 8vo, 128 pp., cloth extra, price 1«. 
The stories in the volume comprise' — The Life of Sasha, a poor hoy who, 
h; his lore of kDowledge and his industry, saved the life ot his lord, and 
fionlly rose to wealth and gainud his freodom,— Incidents of remarkalile 
pareonal bravery in the Russian army. — An interesting story of humble life 
in Kusaia,— A story of Russiau mining life, — A bear-hunt in Russia, &c. lu:. 

TKUE STORIES OF FOREIGN HISTORY. 

A Series of Tnterestiog Tales. With Frontispiece printed in 
colours. F'cap 8ro, 128 pp., cloth extin, price Is. 

The book contains stories — Of some of the early printera,— HowQuontin 
Metsyi the Antwerp smitli became a great painter, — ^The rise and fall 
of Jean Aogo the fisherman of Dieppe, — Tho early trials ot Fritz KHmer 
the tailor's son, who oould not learn his father's trade but who became 
def of the Brunswioli forces, — Of Polish PfltriotiBDi, — The 
■ " la the httle French niidahipman, &c. ic. 
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THE LITTLE BROWN BIRD: 
A Story of lodustiy. With Froutiapiece iu colours. Medinm 
8vo, cloth elegant, price 6d. 



Tbia book contains t 
induatry, nod the other 



o tales, the first intended to inculcate babita ol 
} ahow that mediocrity vitii persflTerance schieTei 
' than " talent" wasted or misapplied. 



THE MAID OF DOMREMT: 
And other Tales. With Frootispieca in colours. Kedium 8ro, 

cloth elegant, price Sd, 

"The Maid of Domrem;" is in fact Joan of Are, whose story is well ren- 
dered into something 1«SB than twenty pefes. Other sections of the little 
volume trent of the "Feast of Chemes;" "Somethine about Royal Chil- 
dren;" "The Black Douglas;" "What a Boy Did," and "Johanna Sebue." 
These are all narratives of &ct. 

LITTLE ERIC: 

A Storj of Honesty. With Frontispiece in colonra. Medium 8to, 
cloth elegant, price 6d. 

This is a pure juvenile fiction, iltuatratjre of tnithfulnen and honesty. 
It is full of interest from b^inning to end, and well suited as a reward 
boolc for Suaday Schools. 

tJNOLE BEN THE WHALER: 
And other Stories. With Frontiapieoe in coloura. Medium 8to, 
cloth elegant, price Sd. 



—Three Handfuta of Gnun,— The Goldan 
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THE PALACE OF LUXURY: 

And other Stories. With Frontispiece in colours. Medium 8vo, 
doth elegant, price 6d 

A youth named Seekpeace is shown under the guidance of the fainr 
Pureheart all the deceptions in the Palace of Luxury, — Madam Sunshine s 
parable about the Swan of Fortune, — The Colorado beetle's talk with the 
weathercock, — and other short amusing stories. 



THE CHARCOAL BURNER: 

Or Kindness Repaid. With Frontispiece in colours. Medium 8vo, 
cloth elegant, price 6c?. 

This is a most interesting story of a poor charcoal-bumer in a German 
forest, who discovers and relieves a wounded officer, and is himself after- 
wards strangely delivered from death by the same officer. The tale incul- 
cates the duty of always showing kindness and of forgiving an injury. 

WILLIE BLACK: 

A Story of Doing Right. With Frontispiece in colours. Medium 
8vo, cloth elegant, price 6c?. 

It is a tale of a Uttle Shoe-black to whom a gentleman gave half-a-crown 
by mistake for a penny, and it shows all the good that came to this littlo 
bo^ through seeking to restore the silver coin to its owner. Proving how 
it IS always best to do right. 



THE HORSE AND HIS WAYS: 

Stories of Man and his Best Friend. . With Frontispiece in colours. 
Medium 8vo, cloth elegant, price 6cf. 

A series of interesting anecdotes about the courage of the horse ; its 
friendship, its docility, its sagacity, and its power of memory. 
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THE SHOEMAKER'S PRESENT: 
A Legendary Story. With FrontiBpiece in coloars. Medium 8vo, 
cloth elegant, price Sd. 

The tela is tclJ 



LIGHTS TO WALK BY: 

Storiea for the Young. With Frontispiece in colonra. Medium 

8to, cloth elegant, price Gd. 

The liook coDtaiiiB : Will; Montaguo's Lseson—Ths Viot of iba Prince— 
Ths Conscript of Lyone — My Friend Jaoquee — HoncBtj and Ueefiilneas — 
God'a Promise. They an oU liTely little nftiratJTea, eaob with a. wholosomB 
monL They ore well written aud very atb-active. 



THE LITTLE MERCHANT: 
And other Storiea. With Frontispiece in colours. Medium 8vo, 
cloth elegant, price Gd, 

This book contains a series of little stories of EngUsh life and of the 
experience of young people in this laud. They ore all designed to enforce 
eoma important moral lesaoa, auch as honesty, industry, kindoeH, ka. ka. 



i Story about an Iceberg. With Frontispiece in ooloura. Medium 
Svo, cloth elegant, price 6d. 

This is a tale of the Arctic regions, full of peculiar interest and Tividly 
BuggestiTe of the feeling which is conveyed to the miad of the traveller 
who wanders over theea latitudes. The other etoriea in the volume are :— 
Prosen io ; a Story of the Arctic CSrcle, — Idana and Her Apples; a Stoiy 



A NEW SERIES 

Of 

FOURPENNY REWARD BOOKS. 



Eack 64 PctffeSf 18mo, lUtutratedt in Picture Boards* 



BRAVE AND TRUE. By Gregson Gow. 

POOR TOM OLLIVER. Br Julia Goddard. 

THE CHILDREN AND THE WATER-LILY. By Julia 
Goddard. 

JOHNNIE TUPPER'S TEMPTATION. By Grbgson Gow. 

FRITZ'S EXPERIMENT. By Letitia M*Clintock. 

CLIMBING THE HILL. By Aicnib S. Swan. 

A YEAR AT COVERLEY. By Annie S. Swan. 

LUCY'S CHRISTMAS-BOX: or, How Georgia found his 
Cousin. 

♦^* These little books have been specially written with the aim of inculcating 
some sound moral,such as obedience to parents, love for brothers and 
sisters, kindness to animals, perseverance and diligence leading to 
success, &c. &c. 
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VERE FOSTER'S 

WATER-COLOR DRAWING-BOOKS. 



SIMPLE LESSONS IN WATER-COLOR. 

A series of Eight Fac-similes of Original Water-Color Drawings, 
and Thirty Vignettes, after various artists. With full instruc- 
tions by an experienced Master. In Four Parts small 4to, 
price Qd, each, or one 'volume, cloth elegant, 3«. 

EASY STUDIES IN WATER-COLOR PAINTING. 

By R. P. Lbitch and J. Callow. A series of Nine Pictures 
executed in Neutral Tints. With full instructions for draw- 
ing each subject, and for Sketching from Nature. In Three 
Parts 4to, 1*. 6c?. each, or one volume, cloth elegant, 6*. 

SKETCHES IN WATER-COLORS. 

By T. M. Richardson, R P. Leitch, J. A. Houston, T. L. Row- 
BOTHAM, E. Duncan, and J. Needham. A series of Nine 
Pictures executed in colors. With full instructions for draw- 
ing each subject, by an experienced Teacher. In Three Parts 
4to, 1*. 6o?. each, or one volume, cloth elegant, 6*. 

" The paper, printing, and general get-np of the series leave nothing to be 
desired.' —JBUucationo^ Tinus. 

" To those who wish to become proficient in the art of water-color painting 
no better instructor could be recommended than these series." — SetoeaiiU 
Chronicle. 

" Deserve the highest commendation; they are extremelj serviceable for 
their purpose, and are got up with remarkable care."— St. Jamet** Gazette. 

" The names of the artists are quite sufficient to stamp these books with the 
highest qualities. The pictures are judicious in selection and artistic in exe- 
cution, while the instructions are so full and clear as to almost supersede the 
need of a teacher." — Liverpool Cow'ier. 

** A better selection of sketches calculated to guide the pupil in his progress 
with the brush could scarcely have been la&de.— Bristol mercury. 



BLOCKS FORMED OF STOUT PAPER prepared for 
SKETCHING FROM NATURE. 

No. 1 (6 J" X 4i"), Threepence. No. 2 (9" x GJ"), Sixpence. 
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Approved by the Science and Art Department, South Kensington. 

Vere FOSTER'S Drawing Copy-books. 

With Instructions and Paper to draw on. Superior Edition, in Numbers, 
at Zd. Popular Edition (a selection) at Id. Complete Edition, in Twelve 
Parts, at 1«. (Each parb ooaipiete in itself.) 



Part I— ELEMENTABT. 

Al Initiatory Lesions. 

A 2 Letters and Nnmerals. 

B 1 Familiar ObiecU (StralRht Lines). 

B 2 Domestic Objects (Simple). 

Part n.— OBJECTS. 

1 Domestic Objects (Flat). 

2 Domestic Objects (Perspective). 
Dl Leaves (Flat). 
D2 Leaves (Matoral). 

Part m.'— FLAHT8. 

E 1 Plants (Simple Forms). 

E 2 Plants (More Complex Forms). 

1 Flowers (Simple Forms). 
O 2 Flowers (More Complex Forms). 

Part IV.-ORNAKEKT.^ 

^1 Elementary Forms. 

Z 2 Simple Forms (Fretwork, Lronwork, Ac.)- 

16 Advanced (Carying, Scnlptore, &c.). 

14 Ornament (Classic, Renaissance, &C.). 

Part v.— TREES. 

J 1 Oak, Fir, Ac., with " touch " for each tree. 
J 2 Beech, Elm, &e., do. do. 

J S Oak, Chestnut, Birch, Ac., do. do. 
J i Larch, Poplar, Lime, Willow, Ac, da 

Part VL-LANDBCAPB. 

Kl Rustic Landscape in OatUne. 

K2 Shaded Objects and Landscape. 

K 8 Shaded Landscape and Rustic Scenes. : 

K 4 Advanced Landscape and Rural Scenea 

Popular Edition, a selection of the above numbers printed on thin paper, price 
Id. each number. The following are in print:— A, B, C, D, E2, E3, O, II, 12, 13, 
14, J2, Kl, Ml, M4, 07, 08, 09, OlO, Q, Rl. R2, R3, R4, Tl, T6, T6, T7, T8, Z. 

" If any parent who reads these lines has a boy or girl who wishes to learn how 
to be an artist, let us boldly recommend Vere Foster's Drawing Book. It is not 
only the cheapest but by far the beet that we have seen." — Graphic. 

** It would be di£Scult to over-rate the value of this work — a work that is not 
to be estimated by its cost: one is great, the other very small." — Art Journal, 



Part Vn.— MARINE. 

Kl Boats, Foregrounds, and Nautical Bits. 
K2 Fishing Craft, Coasters, and Traders. 
K8 Yachts and Vessels of every Rig and SalL 
K4 Coast Scenes, Waves, &o. 

Parts vm. and IX.— AHDCALB. 

01 Birds and Quadrupeds. 

O 2 Poultry, Tsrioos breeds. 

03 British Small Birds. 

04 British Wild Animals. 

5 Horses (Arab, Hunter, Dray. &c.). 

06 Horses (Bacer, Trotter, Pony, Mule, ice). 

O 7 Dogs (Seventeen Species). 

08 Cattle, Sheep, Pigs, Goats, Ac. 

9 Cattle, Sheep, Lambs, Ass and Foal, Ac. 

10 Foreii^ Wild Animals and Birds. 

Part X.-HTr]CAN PIOVRB. 

Q 1 Features (from the Antique and from the Life). 

Qa Heads, Hands, &c. (from Cast and Life). 

Q 3 Rustic Figures, by Duncan. 

Q4 Figure, from the Antique (Outline). 

Pwt XL-PRACTICAL OEOICSTBT.. 

Rl Definitions and Simple Problems. 

R2 Practical Geometry (Circle, PolyRon, Ellipse). 

R 8 Applied Geometry for Practical Jfedwniet, de. 

Part XU— KECHANICAL DRAWING. 

Tl Initiatory and Simple Subjects.' 
T2 Details of Tools and Working Parts, &e. 
T8 Models for Working Drawings, Slg. 
T4 Details of Machines and Engines. 

Z BLANK EXERCISE BOOK. 



NATIONAL COMPETITION in WRITING AND DRAWING. 

• 

Mr. Vere Foster has awarded prizes for Writing and Drawing for many years. 
4550 Prizes, in sums of from 5«. to £5, have been already distributed, amounting 
to about £2000. List of prize-takers for last year and scheme for the Fom-teenth 
Annual Competition, 1884, will be sent post free on application to Mr. Verb 
Foster, Belfast, or to the Publishers. 
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Scmetioned by (he CommUtee qf Council on Bdueatiaik 

POYNTER'S 

South Kensington Drawing-Eook 

This new wrifls of Drawing-Books has been issued under the direct superintendence 
of R J. FoTiiTER, B.A., wbo bas selected the examples for the most part from 
objects in the South Kensington Museum. The original Drawings have been 
made Tmder Mr. Foynter's supervision by Pupils of the National Art Training 
BohooL 

Freehand Drawing. 

Badi Book iunt fine Cartridge Paper to draw on. 

Freehand, Elementary. Simple Forms, Leaves, and Flowers. Yaai Books, 
dd. each. 

Freehand, First Qrai^O. Simple Objects, Ornament (Fl^t and Perspective). 
Six Books, 6d. each. 

Freehand, Second Grade. Ornament (Greek, Benaissanoe, in.). Four 
Books, ^f. each. 

TBB 8AMB 8UBJBCTS ON CARDS. 

Elementary Freehand Cards, Four Packet?, price 9d, each. 
First Grade Freehand Cards, Six „ „ 1«. Od „ , 

Second Grade Freehand Cards, Four „ „ Is. 6d. „ 

*' The choice of subjects is admirable ; there is not an ugly drawing in the 
book, and the infinite vai'iety of curves that may be found in glaas-work, 
]iorcelain, shells, scroll-work, musical instruments, &c., is illustrated with 
great skill in Mr. Foynter's models."— PaU Mall OazetU. 

" Mr. Foynter's is probably the best series ot the kind yet published."— 
The Academy » 

Elementary Human Figure. 

Bach Book hae Fine CaHridge Paper to dra/w on. 

Book I.— Michael Anoelo'b " David"— Features (Eye, Nose, etc.). FrioeSixpenoe. 

Books II. and III.— Hands and Feet. In preparation. 

The subjects of these books are taken firom actual examples in the South 
Kensington Museum. They are executed mfactimiU of ohamoal drawings. 

Elementary Perspective Drawing. 

By B. J. Cartlidqe, Lecturer in the National Art Training Sohoal, Sooth 
Kensington. Four Books, It. each. 

Book li. } ^^ ^ GtTaAe Examination of the Department. Jwt ready. 

Book III.— Accidental Vavishino Points. ) 

Book iV._HiOHER Pkrspkctivii. I ^" ^'« P»^««*<<«* 



BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS 

SUITABLE FOR PRIZES, REWARDS. GIFTS, Ac. 

Classified according to Price, 

ALL ELEGANTLY BOUND IN EXTRA CLOTH, 



" The hooika are not too fine to be handled. They are good aervloeable voiumea for 
reading; bttt besides ihU they are issued with a degree of taste and artistic ftniah which 
make fhem rank among the most prized visitors of the season. Messrs. Blaekie d Son are 
new workers in this field of literaiure, but at the first st^ they have equdUed their ablest 
competitors" — Inybrnbss Coubisr. 



Book at 7s. 6d. 
The Universe; op, The Infinitely Great and Infinitely Little. By F. A. Pouohet, M.D 

Books at 6s. 



With Cllve in India. By G. A. Hentt. 
The Golden Hagrnet. By G. Manyille 

Fenn. 
In the King's Name. By G. Manyille 

Fenn. 



Under Drake's Flag, By G. A. Henty. 
Easy Studies in Water-Color, mt\i 

Coloured Plates. 
Sketches in Water-Color, witli PUtes. 



Books at 53. 



By Sheer Pluck. By G. A. Hknty. 
The Wigwam and the War-Path. By 

AscoTT R. Hope. 
Facing Death. By G. A. Hentt. 



Stories of Old Reiiown. By Asgott iU 

Hope. Illustrated by Gordon Browne. 

Nat the Naturalist. By G. Manyille 

Fenn. 



Books at 3s. 6d. 



Cheep and Chatter. By Alice Banes. 
Picked up at Sea. By J. C. Hutcheson. 
Dr. Jolliffe's Boys* By Lewis Hough. 
Brother and Sister. By Mrs. Lysaqht. 
Dora. By Mrs. R. H. Read. 
Garnered Sheaves. By Mrs. E. R. Pit- 
man. 



Life's Daily Ministry. By Mrs. Pitman. 
Florence Godfrey's Faith. By Mrs. Pit- 
man. 

My Governess Life. By Mrs. Pitman. 
Unravelled Skeins. By Gregson Gow. 
Myths and Legends of Ancient Greece 
and Rome. 



Book at 3s. 
Simple Lessons in Water-Color, with Plates. 

Books at 2s. 6d. 



Jack o* Lanthorn. By Henry Frith. 
A Waif of the Sea. By Kate Wood. 
Hetty Gray. By Rosa Mulholland. 
The Ball of Fortune. By Chas. Pearce. 
The Family Jailing. By Darley Dale. 
Episodes of the Sea in Former Days. 
Episodes of Foreign Life and Manners. 



Episodes of Captivity and Exile. 

Episodes of Personal Adventure. 

Episodes of History. 

Episodes of Discovery in all Ages. 

The Newspaper Reader. 

The British Biographical Reader. 

London Past and Present. 
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Blackie (& Son's Books for Young Readers, 



Books at 2s. 



The WlnfiTS of Coupafire. By Georqe Sand. 
Foup Little Mischiefs. By Bosa Mul- 

HOLLAND. 

Oup DpIIy. By Mrs. K. H. Read. 
Fairy Fancy. By Mrs. K. H. Bead. 



MPS. Wishing-to-be. By Alice'Corkran. 
New Light through Old Windows. By 

Grbqson Gow. 
Naughty Miss Bunny. By Claba Mul- 

HOLLAND. 



Books at Is. 6d. 



Madge's Mistake. By Ahnib £. Arm- 
strong. 

Tpoubles and Triumphs of Little Tim. 
By Gbeoson Gow. 

The Happy Lad. By Bjornson. 

Books 

The New Boy at Mepplton. 

The Blind Boy of Dpesden and his Slstep. 

Jon of Iceland : A True Story. 

Stories ft*om Shakespeape. 

Evepy Man in His Place. 

Fipeside Faipies and Flowep Fancies. 

To the Sea in Ships. 

Little Daniel : a Story of a Flood on the Bhine. 

Books 

The I^ittle Bpown Bird: a Story of Industry. 
The Maid of Dompemy: and other Tales. 
Little Eric : a Story of Honesty. 
Uncle Ben the Whaler: and other Stories. 
The Palace of Luxupy: and other Stories. 
The Chapcoal-Bupnep : or. Kindness Be- 
paid. 



Into the Haven. By Annie S. Swan. 
Box of Stopies. Packed by Horace 

Happyman. 
The Patriot Maptyp : and other Narratives 

of Female Heroism. 

at Is. 

Jack's Victopy: and other Stories about 

Dogs. 
The Stopy of a King : told by one of his 

Soldiers. 
Ppince Alexis, or "Beauty and the 

Beast." 
Sasha the Sepf: Stories of Bnssian Life. 
Tpue Stopies of Fopeign History. 

at 6d. 

Willy Black: a Story of Doing Bight 

The Hopse and his Ways. 

The Shoemakep*s Ppesent : a Legendary 

Story. 
Lights to Walk by: Stories for the Young. 
The Little MePChant: and other Stories. 
Nlcholina : a Story about an Iceberg. 



Books at 4d. 



Bpave and Tpue. By Grbgson Gow. 
Poop Tom Olllvep. By Julia Goddard. 
The Childpen and the Watep-Lily. By 

Julia Goddard. 
Johnnie Tuppep's Temptation. By 

Grbqson Gow. 



Fpitz's Expepiment. By Letitia M'Clin- 

TOCK. 

Climbing the Hill. By Annie S. Swan. 
A Yeap at Covepley. By Annie S. Swan. 
Lucy's ChPlstmas-Box ; or. How Georgie 
found his Cousin. 



LONDON: BLACKIE & SON, 49 OLD BAILEY, E.C.; 
GLASGOW, EDINBURGH, AND DUBLIN. 



